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King Richard, 

I Lie lohn of Gaunt time honored Lancafter, 
f Haft thou according to thy othe and bande 
^Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fbn, 
I Here to make good the boiftrous late appeale 
1 Which then bur leifure would not let vs hear# 
Againft the Duke of Norffolkc,Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt. I haue my Lcige. 

King Tel me moreoucr.haft thou founded him 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily as a good fubieft fhould 
On fome knowne ground of treacheric in him. 

gaunt Asneareaslcouldfifthimon that argument. 
On fome apparent danger fecne in him, 

Asmde at your Highncfle, no inueterate malice, • 

Ring 1 hen call them to our pretence face to face, 

And frowning brow tb brow ouffelues vvill hcare. 

The accufer and the accufed freely fpeake: 

Hie ftomacktarc they both, and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe as the fea, haft ie as fire. 
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Moyvb. Each day fti] better others happinefle. 

V ntil the heauens enuying earths good happe. 

Adde an immortal title to your Crown 

King. We thanke you both,yct one but uuucrs 
As wel appeareth by the caufe you come, 

NamcJy toappeale each other of high treafon; 

Coolin of Hereford what doff thou obiett 
Agamft theDuteofN orfolke Thoouj Mowbray. 

Bui. yn ibheauen be the record to my (beech. 

In the deuotion of a fubiefts Joue, 

Tendering the precious fafccic of my Prince 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appehant to this princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turnc to thee, 

Androarke my greeting wel .-for what I 
My body Aial make good vpon this earth, 

Oi my diuine foule anftverc it in beauen; 

T hou art a traitour and a mifereant; 

T oo good to be fo,and too bad to 
Since the more faire and criRall is tnc skie. 

The vglier feeme the cloudes tliat in it flic: 

Once more.the more to aggrauatc the 
W ith a foulc traitours name Auflfe I thy 
And wilh (fo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue, 

What my tongfpeaks, my right drawne (word may oroue. 

Mow, Let not my cold words here accuft 
Tis not the trial 1 ofa womans war, 

The Litter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caufe 6etwixt vs t wainc. 

The blond is hottc that mufl be coold for this. 

Yet can I hot of fuch tame patience boa A, 

As tobehuRitand raughtat al to fay. 
FirRthefairercuercnceofyour highnefle curbes met. 
From giuingreines and (purs’ to my free fpeech. 

Which elfe would ppA vntdl it, had rcturnd, 

Thefe tearntes of trea(bh doubled downe his throat: 
Setting afide his high blouds royaltie, 

Aad let him bee no kinfman to my Lei? 



Kin* Richard the fecond. 



I do defie him,and fpit at him. 

Cal him a flaunderous coward and a villaine. 

Which to maintainc,I would allow himods. 

And meete him were I tide to runne afoote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpcs, 

Or any other ground inhabitable. 

Where cucr Englilh man durft (ette his footc, 

Meanc time let this defend myloyaltic. 

By all my hopes mofl falfely doth he lie. 

’Bui. Pale trembling coward there I throw my g a 5 e » 
Declaiming hecre the kinred ofa King, 

And lay afide my high blouds royaltie. 

Which Feare,not Rcucrence makes thee to except. 

If gUiltic dread haue left thee (o much Arcngth, 

As to take vp mine honours pawne.then Aowpe, 

By that,and all the rites of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againR thee arme toarme, ; 

What 1 haue (pokc,or thou canRdeuifc. 

Mow. Itakcit vp,ana bythatfvvordl fyveare. 

Which gently laidc my knighthood on my fhoulder. 

He anlwere thee in any faire degree, 

0 chiualrous defigne of knightly trial!. 

And when I mount, aliuc tr lay I not light. 

If r be trai tour or vniu Aly fight. 

King. What doth our Coofin lay to Mowbraics charge? 
It mu A be great that can inherite vs. 

So much as of a thought ofill in him. 

Bui. Looke what I (ay d my life Aial prooue it true. 

That Mowbray hathrecciude eight thoufand nobles. 

In name of Lendings forypurhighneffe fouldiours, 

1 he which hee hath detainde for lewd imployraentj, 
^ike n falfc traitour and injurious villaine, 

Icfidcs I fay,and will in battaile prooue. 

Or here, or elfe whereto the furrhe A Vero-« 

That eucrwas (urueyed by EngliAi eie, ° 

* natall the treafons for thefe eighteen 



- hatall the treafons for thefe eighteeneyearcs, 
Lomplottcd and contriued in this land: 
retchtfrom faife Mowbray their firft head andfpr 
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Further I fay, and further will maintainc 
V pon his bad life to make all this good, 

*3 hat he chd plotte the Duke ot (jlocefters death* 
Suggeft his footle belecuing aduerfirics. 

And confequently like 3 traitour coward, 

Sluc’te out his innocent foule through ftreamesoff 
■Which bioud, like facridcing Abels cries, 

Euen from the tonguelefle Cauerns of the earth,. 

1 o me for iuftice and rough cbaftifcmcnt: 

And by the glorious worth of my difeenr, 

Th isarme fhall dojt,or this life be fpenf. •: 

King , How high a pitch his tefolution foares, 

Thomas of Norfolke what faift thou to this? 

Mo-wb. Oh let my foueraigne turne awa 4 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe. 

Till I haue told this flaunder of his bioud. 

Ho w God and good men hate fo foule a li< 

King. Mowbray, impartial are our eies ; 

Were he my brbther,nay,rny kingdon 
As he i s' but my fathers brothers fonne 
Now by feeptersawe 1 make a vo w. 

Such neighbour ncerenes to our 
Should nothing priuiledge him nor partializc 
The vnftoopingfirmcneiTedf my vpright foule. 

He isduffobiedVMowbray^fe art thou. 

Free fpecch and fearelefle I to thee allow'. 

Morvb. Then Bollingbrooke as low as to thy heart. 
Through the f. life paffige of fhv throat thou lied, , 
Three parts of this receipte I hadforOlfice, ojVI r! i 
Dtsburttlto hishighncdc Souldioui 
The other part refeiu de I by confent, 

For that my foueraigne liege was in rny 

Vpon remainder ofadeare account. 

Since la ft I went to France to fetch his- Queener ' 

Now fwal low downe that lit. For Gloce ftersdeathi if. 

I dew him not,butCo mine ownckliforace 
Negledfed my fwonie dutic in that cafe; 

Foryou my noble LordofLancaftcr, 

The 
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The honourable father to my foe, 

•Once did I lay an ambufli for your life, 

A trefpade that doth vexe my greeued foule; 

Ah but ere I laft receiu’de the facramcnt, 

I did coitfedc it,and cxaftly begd 
Y our graces pardon, and I hope L had it, L 

This is my fault, as for the reft appeals! 

It idues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and moft degenerate traitour, 

Which in my felfc I boldly will defend, 

And enterchangeably hurle downe the gage, no u . . M 
Vpon this ouerweening traitours footc, 

Toproouc my felfe a loyal Gentleman, 

Euen in the beft bloude chamberd in his bofome. 

In haftc whereof mod heartily I pray 
Your highnefle to afsigne our trial day. 

King- . V V rath kindled gentleman bee ruled by me. 

Lets purge this choler without letting bioud. 

This wee prefenbe though no Plufition, 

Hccpc malice makes too deepe incidon. 

Forget, fbrgiue,conclude,and bee agreed, 

Our Dodtors lay this is no month to bleeder 
Good Vnckle let thisend where itbegunne, 

Weele calme the Dulje pf Nojrfolke, you your f>nne. . 

T.P be A in§kcrpeacc;flial become my agc, J 
1 hrow downe( my fonne) the Duke of Norfolkes gage. 
Ktng. And Norfolk? throw downe his. 

When Harry ^vhcnjobedience bids. 

Obedience bids IJhpuld not bid a^ainc. 

a/* aa f f r r ? W downc ' w « ^id, there is no boottf. 

Mv l.wi y ,i C C 1 tIir °w(drcad foueraigne) at thy foote, , 
My hie thou /halt commnund,but not my fhame, 

^Vj Ut -' e °^' fs, but- iny fa. rename 
To fe ht fa t ,at hues vpo n mv graue. . s. 

I am d f, n n ° n ° UrS Vfe tll0U ^ItnoThauc: 

baffuld bcerc, 

Thewhirfo 0 , u 5 wit 1 Slaunders venomd fpcare, . 

hichnobalmecaneurcbutliisheaitbloud 

Which 



. t- lc 



/! 



A TheTrigeiieof 

Whi c)i breathde this poyfon. 

King. Ragcmuft bewithdood, 

Giue me his gage,Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mowb. Yea, but not change his foots, take but my fliarae 
Andl refigne my gage my deare deare Lord. 

The pur eft creafuremortaH times afifoord, 

Is fpotlcfTe reputation, that away ( 

Men are but guilded loame^or painted clay, 

A Iewell in a tenndtimes bard vp chcftj 
Is a bold fpirit m a loyall bread: 

Mine honour istny life,both grow in bne, 

Take honour from me,andmy life is done: 

Then (deare my Liege)mirre honour let me try, 

In that I liue^ind for that will I die» 

King. Coofin throw vpyourgage,doyoubeginne* 

UmL O God defend my foulc from fuch deepc finne. 
Shall I feeffic Greft- fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale bcgger-face impeach my height. 

Before this out-darde dadird?erc ray tongue 
Shall wound my h on our with fuch feeble wrong. 

Or found fo bafe a parke,my teeth (hall tea re., 

The fiauiflimotiuc of recanting feare, ; ; 

And fpit it bleeding ln his high di fgrace. 

Where ftiame doth harbour, c\ien in Mowbraies face . 3 

King. Wc were not borne to fue,but to tominaundj 
Which finee wee cannot do to make you friends*; 

Be rcadie as yourjife fhali anfwerc it. 

At Coucntiy vpon Saint Lambards day, 

Therefiiall your fwordsanfd IftunceS arbitrage ' 5 ’ , r ' 
The fwetling differetice ofyour fettled hate. 

Since wee cannot atone you, you IbalKee 
luflicedcfignethc Vndorschkialrie: 

Lord MatlhalljComtnaundowrOfFicers at Aimes, ^ 
Be readie to direft theie home alai'mes. Exit< 
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Enter John ofCjamt,m>ith the Duchejfe ofGlocefier. 
Gaunt. Alas the part I had in Wood (locks blond, 
Doth more follicite me then your exdai&CJj. 13 1 ^ 



King Jtcharathejecona. 

To dtrre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fince correction lieth in thofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Putweourquarrell to the wilofheauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Duchejfe Fiodcs brotherhood in thee no (harper (purref 
Hath Ioue in thy old bloud noliuingfire? 

Edwards feuen fonnes wherof thy (elfe art one. 

Were as feuen viols of his facred bloud, 

Or (euen faire branches fpringing from one roote: 

Some ofthofe feuen arc dried by natures courfe, 

Some ofthofe branches by the Dcftinies cut:i 
But ThentM my deere Lord, my life, my Glocefier, 

One viol ful of Edwards (acred bloud. 

One flourifhing branch of his mod royall roote 
Is crackt, and al the precious liquor (pilt. 

Is hackt do wnc, and his fummer lcaucs al faded < 

By Enuics hand, and Murders hloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that wombe, 

T hatmettal, that (elfe mould, thatfafliioned thee 
Made him a man: and though thou Iiueft and breathed, 

Yet art thou (laine in him, thou doeftconfcnt 
In fome large meafureto thy fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched brother die , 

Who was the model of thy fathers life , 
y *!! “ not patience Gaun t, it is difpairc. 

In fuffmng thus thy brother to be flaughtred, 
hou (hewed the naked pathway to thy life. 

That wh^ f CrnC Murc!er hovv to bHfcher thee : 

I pTcMC mtn ^ *f >»<■'* Paicce, 

S H-cc in noble breads. 

® An 
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Ail angric arme againft Ins munftcr. 

Bach. Where then alas may I complaine myfelfe? 
gaunt To God the widdowes Chumpion and defence 
‘Duck. Whv then I will, farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goe ft to’Couentry, ther e to bchalde 
Gur Coofin Hertord and fell Mowbray fight, 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Herfords fpeare, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breaft: 
OrifraXtortunermfle thefirft carier, 

Be Mowbraies finnes fo heauie in his bofome, 

That they may brcalte his faming couriers backe. 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A caitiue recreant tomy Coofin Herfotd: 

Farcwel old Gaunr,thy fometimes brothers wife. 

With her companion Griefc rtvuft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell linuft to Coueiitrie, 

As much good flay with thee, as go with raee. 

Buck. Yet one word more,griefe boundeth where itfals 
Not with the emptiehollefwnefle, but weight: 

1 take my leaue before I hauc begunne. 

For lovrow ends not when it feemeth done: 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Yorke s 
To tliis is all may yet depart not fo, i 1 
Though this be al.do not fo quickly goer 

I flia 1 remember more : Bid him, ah virhat? 

With a! good Ipeede at PlalTuevificme, 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there fee. 

But c-mptie lodgings and vnfurmlbt walks, 

Vnpeopled eft* ces,vntrodden ftones, 

And what heare there for welcome but Tnygfon.es? 

Therefore commend me, let him not cOrnc there, . • 

To feeke out fbiTow that dwels euery where* 
Defolate,defolatewillIhenCe and die: ' , 

The laft leaue or thee takesmyweepingeye. ’ &*** 

• ^ A , . • ? i - f * r ; , * 



Enter the Lord Mnrfhdl arJthe Duke Aitmerle., 

Mar. My Lord Aume*leds Hatty Hdf ford armde? ' . y 
Aum. Yea at al points, and longs to enter in, ^ 

at • * 



King Richard the fee end. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke (prightfu !!y and bold. 
Stales but the furomons ofthe appellants trumpet. 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard/and ifay 
For nothing but his maieflics approach. 

The trumpets founded the King enters with hie noble s-.whev 
they are fet, enter the duke ofNorfo/ke in armes deft wdant. 

Kin*. rMarlhall demaund of yonder Champion, 
Thccaufe ofhisarriuall here in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proccedc 
To fweare him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the JCings f a v who thou art,. 
And why thou commcft thus knightly clad in armes, 
Againft what man thou comft.and what’s-thy quarrel, 
Speake tiuely on thy knighthood,andthy oth. 

As fo defend thee heauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, D. of Norfolke, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a knight fhould violate) 

Both todefend my loyaltie and truth 
To God,my king, and my fucceeding iflue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford thatappealestnee. 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arme. 

To prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

A traitour to tyy God, my king, and me. 

And as I crucly fight defend me heauen. 

ThcTrHmpets found, enter c Duke of Herford 
Reliant in armour. 

King. Marfhall 3skc yonder knight in armes^ 

Both who he is>and why hec commeth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of watre, __ 

And formally according to our law* 

Dcpofchioj in the iuflice ofhis caufc. 

Mar. What i? thy name,and wherfore cemft thou hither? 
Before kingRichard inhisroyalUifts, 

Againft whom comes thousand whats thy quarrell? 

Speake like a true knight,fo defend thee heauen. 

B a 'Bui. 
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Bui. Harry of Herford,Lancafter, and Darbie 

Am I, who readieheredo ftandin Arrncs, 
Toprooueby Gods grace,and my bodies valour 
In lifts,on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 

That he is a traitour foulc and dangerous. 

To God of heaucn,KingRichard,and to me: 

And as I truely fight,defend me beauen. 

Mar. On paine of death no perfoh be fb bold 
Or daring,hardie,as to touch the lifts, 

Except the Mattiall and fuch officers 
Appoyntcd to direft thefc faire defignes. 

Bui. Lord Martial), let me kifte my foueraignes hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie, 

For Mowbray and my fclfeare like two men, 

That vow a long and wearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue. 

And louing farewell of our feuerall friends. 

Mar. Thcappellant inalldutiegrcetesyofiribighnefle, 
And craues to kifte your hand and take his leaue. 

King. Wee will delccnd and foldhim in curarnacs, 
Coolin of Herford,as thy caufc is right, 

So be thy fortune in thisroyall fight: 

Farewel my bloud, which ifto day thou Ihcad, 

Lament wc'may,but not rcuenge the dead. 

Bui. O let no noble eye prophane a tcare , 

For me.ifl begordc with Mowbrayes fpeare: 

As confident as is the falcons flight 
Againft abird,doI with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take mv leaue of vbu: 

Of you (my noble coofin) Lord Aumarle, 

Not fickc although I haue to doo with death, ' 

But luftie,yong,andcheere!y drawing breath, 

Loe.asat Englifh feafts fo I regreet 

The dainfieft laft.to make the end moft fweete. 

'Ofi thou, the earthly Authourof my bloud. 

Whofe youthful! fpiritin me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp, 

T o reach at Vittorie aboue my head. 



King Richard the feccnd. 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blefsings fteele my launces poynt. 

That it may enter Mowbraies waxen coate. 

And furbifh new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Euen in the luftie hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. God in thy good caufe make thee profperou* 

Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caskc 
Of thy aduerfepernitiousenemie, 

Rowfe vp thy youthful bloud, be valiant and liue. 

Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue- 
Mow. How cucr God ot fortune caft my lotte, 

There liucs or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyal, iuft, and vpright Gentleman: 

Ncucr did captiuc with a freer heart 
Caft offhis chaincs of bondage, and embrace, 

His golden vncontroledenfranchifemcnt. 

More then my dauncing foule doth celebrate, 

This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie, 

Moft mightie Lekge.and ray companion Peeres* 

Take from my mouth the wifh of happie ycares. 

As gentle and as iocund as to ieft 
Go I to fight,trueth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewel (my Lordjfecurely I efpie, 

V ertue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the triall Martial l,and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,and Darby, 

Receiue thy launce,andGod defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong asa tower in hope I cry. Amen. 

Mart. Go beare this lance to Thomas D. of Norfolk*. 
Herald. Harry of Her ford, Lancafter and Darby 
Stands heere, for God, his fbueraigne,and himfelfe. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 
o pioouc the Duke ofNorfolke Thomas Mowbray, 

A traitour to his God,his king, and him, 

And dares him tofet forwards to the fight. 

era ‘ ' ^ cre fLndeth Thomas Mowbray D.ofNorfolk, 

B 3 On 
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On paine tobc found falfe and recreant, 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue SJ 

Henry of Hereford, Lancaftcr, and Darby, 

To God, his foucraigne,ariHto him difloyaf, 
Courageoufly, and with a free defire. 

Attending butthe fignallto beginne. 

Mart. Sound trumpets, and fet forth Combatants 
Stay, the king hath thrownehis warder downe. 

King. Let them lay by their helmets, and their fpeare*, 
And both returne backc to their chairesagaine: 
Withdraw with vs, and let the trumpets found. 

While weteturne thefe dukes what we decree. 
Drawneere and lift 
What w'ith our counfel we haue done. 
Forthatourkingdomes earth ihouldnotbefoild 
With thatdccre bloud which irhathfoftered: 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpc ft: 

Ofciuil wounds plowd vpwith neighbours fword, 

And for we thinkc the Eagle-winged pride 
Offkie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 
With riual-hatmgenuy fet on you 
To wakcourpcace, which in our countries cradle 
Drawes the fweetc infant breath of gentle fleepe, 

W hich fo vouzde vp with boiftrous vntunde drumme 
With harfh refounding trumpets dreadful bray, 

And grating ftiock of wrathful yron armes. 

Might f rom our quiet confines fright faire Peace, 

And make vs wade cuen in ourkinreds bloud. 

Therfore we banifh you our territories: 

You coufin Hereford vpon paine of life , 

Til twice fiuefummers haue enricht our field , 

Shal not regreefe our faire dominions 
But tread the ftrangcr paths ofbanifhment. 

Bui. Your wil be. done; this mull my comfort be, 
That Sunne that warmes you here, (hall fhme on me, 
And thole his golden beames vnto you here lent 
Shal point on me, and guild my banifhment. 

Kmg Norfolke, for thee remaines a heauier dooroft 



Kin<r Richard the fecond. 

Which I with fome vnwillingnes pronounce. 

The file flow houres fball not determinate 
The datclefle hmite of thy d«ere exile, 

The hopeleile word of ncuerto returne, 

Breathe I againfi thee, vpon paine of life. _ 

Morvb. A heauie fentence, my molt foucraignc Liege, 
And all vnlodktfor from your Highnefic mouth. 
Adeerermerir, not fo deepe a maipie, y 

As to be call forth in the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your Highnefle hands* 

The language I haue learnt thefe forty ycare V 
My natiiie Englifh now I muft forgo, # 

And now my tongues vfe is tome no more 
Than an vnfiringed viol! or a harpe, 

Or like a cunning inftrument cafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 
That knowes no touch to tune the harmony: 

Within my mouth you haueengaold my tongue. 

Doubly portcullift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me: 
lam too old to fa wne vpon a nurfe. 

Too fai inyeeres tobc a pupil now. 

What is thy fentence but fpeechleflc death? 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breath. 

King It bootes thee not to be compaflionate. 

After our fentence playning comes too late, 

Mow. Then thus I turne me from my countries lights 
To dwel in folcmne fhades oferidlcfle nighr. ° 

King. Returne againe arid take an oth with thee. 

Lay on our royal fword your banifht hands, 

Swcare by the duty that y’ovve to God 
• (Our part therein we banifh with your fclues,) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter: 

You neuer foal, fo helpe you truth and God, 
embrace each others loue in banifhment 1 

JNorneuerlookc Vpon each othersfacc,' * 

M orne ucivvr ite f rfegret tc, nor reconcile 
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This lowring temped of your home-bred hate, 
Norneuerby aduifcd purpofc meete, 

T o plot, contriue, or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our Hate, our fubiects,or our land. 
2?#/.Ifwearc. 

Mom. andl.tokeepeahhis. 

3ul. Noiffolke, fo fare as to mine enemy: 

By this time, had the King permitted vs. 

One ofour foules had wandred in theayre, 

Banifht this fraile fepulchre ofour flefh. 

As now our flefh is banifht from this land, 

Confcfle thy treafons ere thou flie the realme. 

Since thou haft far fo go, beare not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilt'efoule. - \ 

Mom. Lfo Bullin»brooke,ifeuerIweretraitour, 
My name be blotted from the booke of life. 

And I fromheauen banifhta*from hence: 

But what thou art,God,thou ,and I, do know. 

And al too fopne (I fcare) the king ftial rew: 

Farewel (my Leige) now no way can I rtray* 

Saue back to England al the world’s my way. 

King Vncle, cuen in the glaffes of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieuedhearc thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yeeres 
Plucktfoure away, fix frozen winters fpent, 

Returnc with welcome home from banifhment. 

Hull. How long a time lies in one little word, 

Foure lagging winters and foure wanton fprings, 

End in a word, filch is the breath of Kings. 

(jaunt. Ithankemy leige, that inregard ofmc, 

He fhortens foure yeares of my fonocs exile. 

But little vantage ftial I reape thereby: 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change their raoones, and bring their times aboat, 
My oile-dricdlampe, and time bewafted light 
Shal be extinct with age and endlefle nights, 
Myintch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonne. 
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King Why Vncklc thou haft many yeeres to hue. 

Gaunt. Butnot a minute (Kmg)[that thou canftgiue. 
Shorten my dayesthou canft with lulcn forrow. 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow: 

Thou canft hclpe time to furrow me with age. 

But ftoppe no wrmckle in his pilgrimage.* 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomc cannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy fonne is banifht with good aduife. 

Whereto thy tongue a party, verdidf gaue. 

Why at our iuftice feemft thou then to lowre? 

(jaunt. Things fvveete to tafte, proue in digeftioB fowte. 
You vrge me as a iudge, but I had rather, . 

You would haue bid me arguelike a father, 

Ohhad’tbeenea ftranger, not my child. 

To fmooth his fault I would haue beeue more raildei 
A partial flaunder ought I toavoyde. 

And in the fentence my own life deftroyde: 

Aias , I lookt when fomeofyou fhould fay* 

I wastoo ftnft to make mine ownc away: 

Bu< you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Asamll my will to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewel,and Vnekle, bid him fo, 

Sixe ycres we banilh him and he fhal go. 

Ah. Cofin farewel, what prefence muftnot know. 

From where you do remaine, let paper fhew. 

Mar. Mv Lord, no leaue take I , for I will ride 
As far aslandwil let me by your fide. 

(jaunt. Oh to what purpofc doe ft thou hoard thy words. 
That thou retumeft no greeting to thy friends* 

I haue too few to take my leaue of you* 

When the tongues office fhould be prodio-all 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefe is but thy abfencc for a time. 

rf /Tl nt V Snefe is P rcfcnt for time. 

K. ' What » fixe winters? they are quickly gone. 

m ‘°y j !?** S rief e “lakes one houfc ten. 



Gaunt /"Vii • ' p ujoKcsunc nourc rcn« 

^amt. Ull it a traoaile that thou takft for plcafure. 
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‘Bul.WL'f heart wil figh when I mifeal it fo. 

Which findcsitan inforfed pilgrimage* 

Gaunt. The fullen paflage orthy weatie Heps,' 
Efteetne a foy le wherein thou art to fjet. 

The precious lewd of thy hometeturne. 

Bui. Nay rather euery tedious ftridclmake. 

Will but remember me what a deale of world 
I wander from the Iewels that I loue , 

Mod I not ferue a long apprentilhood j 

Toforrenpaflagei.and in theend, j 

Hauing my freedome,boa(l of nothlngdfe , 

But that I wasa iourneyman to griefcj 

Count. A1 places that the eie of heauen vifits. 

Are to a wifeman portes and happy hauens: 

Teach thy ncccflitieto reafonthus. 

There. is no vertuelike ncccflitie, 

Thinke not thcKing did banilh thee, { 

But thou the king. Woedoeth the heatiier fit. 

Where it percciues it is but faintly borne: 

Go, fay Ifent thee forth to purchafc honour. 

And not the King exilde thee; or fuppofe 
Deuouring pcflilcncc hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frefher clime .* 

Looke what thy foulc holds deerc,imagine it 
To ly that way thou goefl, not whence thou cornft: 
Suppofe the finging birds mufitions, 

The grafle whereon thou treadft.the prefence ftrowde, 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy flops, no more 
Then a delightful meafurc or a dance, 

Bor gnaWing forrowhath leflc power to bite 
The manthat mocks at it and lets it lighr. 

Hal. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafu • ? j' 

Or doy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow. 

By thinking on fantaflick fummers-heat ? 

Oh no» the apprebenfion of the good 



King Richard thefeconi. 

Gives but the greater feeling to the yvorfc: 

Fell fortowes tooth doth neuer ranckle more. 

Then when it bites, but launched not the fore. 

Court. Come come my fonne,IIe bring thee on thy way. 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I would not (lay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farewcl, fweetefoilcadicW 
My mother and my nurfe that bearcs me yet. 

Where ere I wander boafl: of this I can. 

Though banifht, yet a true boruc Englilhman. Exeunt. 

Enter the King with Bufhit.&c at «M dors, and the 
Lord Aumarle at the other. 

King W« did obferue. Coofin Aumarle, 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his Way? 

Aum 1 brought high Hcrfbrd,ifyou cal him lb* 

But to the next high way, and there I left him. 

King And fay, what llore of patting tcares were fhed? 
Aum Faith none for me, except the Northcafl wind?. 
Which then blcwbittcrly againft our faces, 
Awaktthcflecping thevvroc,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tcare. 

King What faid your coufin when you parted with him? 
Aum Farewcl, & for my heart difdainea that my tongue 
Should fo prophanc the word chat taught me craft. 

To countcrfaite opprefsion of fuchgriefe. 

That words fectnd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Mary would the word Farewell hauelcngthncd hoUrCS, 
And added yeeres to his fhort banishment, 

He/hould haue had a volume offarewels: 

But finceit would not, he had none of me. 

King He is our Coofens Cofin, but tis doubt. 

When time fhall call him home from banishment. 

Whether our kinfman comes to fee his friends^ 

Out fclfc and Bufhic, 

Obfcrucdhis couitfhipto the common people. 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts, 

With humble and famdiercoortefie, 

With rcucreacc he did throwaway on flaue?, 

C 2 Weenie 
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Wooing poore craftfmen with the craft of frailest 
And patient vnderbearing of his fortune, > 

As twcrc to banifli their affefts with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyfter wench, 

A brace of dray men bid God fpeedc him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee. 

With thanks my countrcy roen,my lomng friends. 

As were our England in rcuer fion his. 

And hee our fubiefts next degree in hope. 

Greene. Wcl, he is gone, and with him go thefe thoughts 
Now for the rebels which fland out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage rauft be made ray liege. 

Ere further leyfureyeeld them further meanei 
For their aduantagc,and your highneffc lofle. 

King. We will our ft Ife in perfon to this war, 

And tor our coffers with too great a court 
And liberall larges arc growne ftmewhat light. 

Wee arc inforft to farrae our royall Realme, 

The reuenew whereof (hall furnifh vs. 

For our affaires m hand ifthac come (hort, 

■Our fubftitujtcs at home ftiall haue blanke charters, 

V Vhereto when they fliall know what men arc rich. 
They lhall fubftribe them for large fummes of gold, 
And ftnd them after to fupply our wants, 

For we wil make for Ireland prefently.’ 

Enter 'Bujhie with naves, 

“Bnjhi Old Iohn of Gaunt is grteuous fickc my Lori 
Sodainely taken.and hath font port hafte. 

To intreate your Maieftie to vifithim. 

King. Where lies he? 

Bujb. AtElyhoufe. 

King. Now put it (God)into the Phifitions mind. 

To helpe him to his graue immcdiatly: 

The lining of his coffers (hall make coaces 
TodcckcourSouldioursfor thefe IrilH wars; 

Come Gentlemen,letsall go vifithim, 

Prajr God we may make haftc and come too late, * 
Amen, Exeunt, 



King Richard the fecond. 



Enter Iohnofqamt fickc, with the Duke ofYorke&c. 
gaunt. Wil the king come that I may breathe my lalf. 
In holtome counfel to his vnftaied youth? 

Yerke. Vex not your felf, nor ftriue not with your breath. 
For al invainc comcscounfeltohis earc. 

gaunt. Oh bur they fay.thc tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention like deepe harmonic.* 

Where words are (carcc, they are fcldome fpentin va’we. 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pame: 
He that no mofemuft fay, is liftenedmore 
Than they whomyouth and eaft haue taught rogloft. 
More arc mens ends markt then their hues before: 

The fettingSunnc,andMufike atthe gloft. 

As the laft tafte of fweetes is fwcetcft laft, 

W rit, in remembrance more then things long pad. 
Though Richard my liues counfel would not hearc* 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his eare. 

Yorke. No,itis ftopt with other flattering founds, v 
As praifes of whofe ftate the wife are found 
Lafciuious Meetersjto whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwaies hften, 
Rtportoffafoions in proudeltalie, 

Whofe manners fill our tardie apifh nation 
Limps after in bafe immitation: 



So it be new there’s no refpeft how vile. 

That is not quickly buzd into his eates? 

Then al too I ate comes Counfel to bee heard. 

Where wil doth mutinic with wits regard: 

Direft not him whofe way himfelfe wdchoofe, 

Tisl breath thou lackffand that breath wilt thouloofe. 
Gaunt. Me thinks lama prophet new infpirde. 

And thus expiring do forctel of him, 
rlis rath fierce blaze ofriot cannot lalf:. 
or violent fires fo one burne out themfelues, 

lor.g,but fodainc ftorraes are Ihort: * 

ttetircs hctimcithatlpuritoofaftbetimcs, 
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With eager feeding foftde doth choke the feeder. 
Light vanitie,infatiate cormorant, 
ConfumingmeaneSfooneprayesvpon it felfe: 
Thisroyall throne ofKings, this Sceptred He, * 
This earth of MaieftiCjthisfeateofMars, > 

This other Eden.dcmy Paradice, * 

This Eortreflc built by Nature forherfclfe, 

Again!! infcfhon 3nd the hand of War. * 

This happie-breede of men, this little world,: 

This precious ftone fette in the fiber fea,. 

Which ferues it in the office ofa wall, ♦ 

Or as moatc defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie of lclTe happier lands. 

T his blefled plott'e,this earth,this Realrae,this England. 
This nurfe.this teeming wombe of royall kings, 

Feard by their brce3e,and famous by their birth, 
Renowned in ther deedes as far from home. 

For chriftian fcruicc and true chiuaftie. 

As isthefepulchreinftubburnelewiy, .» 

Of the worlds ranfbme,bleflcd Maries fonne: 

This land offuch deerefoulcSjthis deare dcare land, 
Dearc for her reputation through the world. 

Is now lcafdc our,l die pronouncing it. 

Like toa tenement or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant fen, 

Whofc rockie fhoare beates backe the enuious fiege 
Of vvatry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame. 

With inkie blottes, and rotten parchment bonds. 
That England that was wont to conquere others, 
Hath made a fhamcfull conqueft of at felfe: 

Ah would the (candall vaniln with my life. 

How happie then were my enfking death? 

Torke The King is comc,deale mildly with his youth. 
For yong hot colts being ragdc,do rage the more. 



Enter the Kiugaiid J%uetne,&c. 

Jjtueene How fare* our noble vnctc Lancaftel? 
King. What comfort manihow lfl with aged GiW® 



King Richard i he fecottd. 

Gaunt Ohow that name befits myxorapofition. 

Oid Gaunt indeedc»and gaunt in being old. 

Within me Griefe hath kept a tedious faft. 

And who abftaines from meate that is not gaunt? 

For fleeping England long time hauc I watcht. 
Watching breedeslcanneile.leanneflc is all gaunt. 
The plcafurethatfomcfathersfecde vpon. 

Is my ftriifl faft.I>jneane my childrens lookes. 

And therein faffing haft thou made me gaunt.* 
Gauht-am ffot the graue, gaunt as a ; graue, 

Whofe hollow wembe inherites naught but bones. 

King. Can lick men play Co nicely with their names! 

Gaunt Nd miferic makes (port to raocke it felfe. 
Since thou doft: feeke to kill my name in me. 

O mockc my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

King Should dying men flatter thofefhar li ue? 

Gaunt No,no,men liuing flatter thofc that die. 

King Thou now a dying fayft thou flattereft me. 

(jaunt Oh noithoudieft though I the Acker bee. 

King 1 am in health,I breathe,! fee thee ill. 

Gaunt Now he that made me kno wes 1 fee thee ill, 
111 in my felfe to fee,and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed isnoleffer then the land. 

Wherein thou lieft iareputation fickc. 

And thou too carekflc pacient as thou art, 

Commitft thy annoynced body to the cure 
Of thofc Phifitions that flrft wounded thee, 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofc cempalTe is no bigger then thy head, '■) 

And yctmraged m fo finalla verge. 

The waftc is no whit lefTer then thy land: 

Oh had thy Grandfirc with a Prophets eye. 

Scene how his fonne? fonne fhould deftroy his fonnei, 
From forth thy reach he would hauc layde thyihamc, 
Depofingthec before thou wert pofleft. 

Which art pofleft nowtodepofethy felfe: 

Wby Coofin wert thou regent ofthe world, 
it were dibasic Co lee this lanJ hv if iff 
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But for thy wotld enioying but this land. 

Is it not more than lhainc to lhame it to ? 

Landlord of England art thou now not, not Kin?, 
Thy ftatc of law is bondflauc to the law 
And thou. 

King. A lunatick lemc-wittedfoolc. 

Prefuming on an agues priiuledge, 

Dareft with t.hy frozen admonition 
Make pale our checke, chafing the royal bloud 
With furic from his natiuc refidence. 

Now by my feates right royal maieftie 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards lonoe. 

This tongue that runnes fo roundly in thy head, 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent /boulder?. 

Gaunt Oh fparc me not my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his fattier Edwards fonne, 

Thatbloud already like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowrt. 

My brother Glocefter,plaine well meaning foule 
Whom faire befal in heaiicn mongrt happy foules. 
May be a prefident and vvitnes good : 

That thou refpeftrt notfpilling Edwards blouds 
Ioine with the prefent ficknes that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age , 

T o crop at once a too long withered flower, 

Liue m thy fhame. butdienot fhame with thee, 
Thefe words' hereafer thy tormentors be, 

Conuay me to my bed, then to mv graue, 

Loue they to liue that louc and honour haue. 

£d, 

King Andletthemdie that age and fiillenshaue 
For bothhaft thou, and both become thee graue. 

Torke I doe befeech your Maicrty, impute his words 
T o waiward licklines and age in him. 

He loues you on my life, and holdcs you deerc 
As Harty Duke of Hereford were he here* 

Kmg Right, you fay true, as Hereford* lotte»fo hi fo 
As theirs, lo iiuuc»ai.a be as it is. 
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North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your Ma- 
King Whatfayeshe? (ieftie 

North. Nay nothing, al is laid: 

His tongue is now a ftnnglelTc inftrument, 

Words, life ,and al, old Lancafter ha f h fpent. 

Torke Be Yorke the next that mult be bankrout fo. 
Though deathbe pyore, it ends a mortal wo. 

King The ripert fruit firft fals,and Co doth he* 

His time is /pent, our pilgrimage inuft be; 

So muchfor that, Novvfor our Irifli wars; 

We muft fupplant thofc rough rughcaded kerne. 

Which liue like venomc, whete no venome elfe. 

But onely they haue priuilcdge to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires do afke fomc charge* 

Towards our afliftance we doc feaze to vs. 

The plate, coyne, reuenewes, and moueables 
Whereof our VncklcGauntdidftandpofleft. 

Torke How long fhall I be patient? ah how long 
tShal tender duetie make me fiiflfer wrong? 

Not Gloccfters death, nor Hercfords banifhment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke, 

About his mariage, nor my owncdilgrace, 

Haue cuer made me fewer my patient cheeke. 

Or bende one wrinckle on my foueraignei face; dairi r 
Iam thelaft of the noble Edwards fonnes, ■ 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In warre was neuer Lyon ragde more fierce. 

In peace was ncuer gentle lambe more milde 
i hen was that yong and princely Gentleman; 

JHis face thou hart, for cucn folookt h e. 






^ompnmc with a number of thv homes; 

Cut when he frowncd,it was againft the french. 
And not agamfthis friends : his noble hand 
Did wm what hedid.fpcnd,and fpentnotthat 

His'f^anr/jf trium P^* n ^ fathers hand had wonne; 
W s hands were guiltie efno kinred bloud. 

But bloudy wu h the enemies of his kinne. 
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Oh Richard : Yorke is too far gone with griefc. 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betwcene. 

King Why Vr.ckle whats the matter? 

Torke Oh any leige, pardon me if you pie aft, 

If not I pleafd not to be pardoned, am content withal, 
Secke you to fcaze and gripe into your hands 
The roialties andrightes of baniflit Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford hue? 

Was]uot Gaunt iuft? and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an h eyre? 

Is nothisheireawel deferuing fonne? 

T akc Herefords rights away, and take from time 
His charters and hiscoftomarie rights; 

Let not to morrow then enfue to daic: 

Be not thy felfc, Forhow art thou a King 
But by faire fequenceand fuccefsion ? 

Now afore God, God forbid 1 fay true, [ 

If you do wrongfully feaze Herfords right. 

Cal in the letters patterns that he hath 
By his atournies general to fue 
Hisliucry, and deny his offered homage. 

You pluck a thoufand dangers on your head, 

Youlofe a thoufand wclldifpofcd hearts. 

And prick my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honour and alcageance cannot thinke. 

King Thinke what you wd,we ceaze into our hands 
His plate, his.goods, his mony and his lands. 

Torke He not be by the while, my liege farewc!. 
What wil infue hereofther s nbne can tel: 

Butby bad coutfes may be vnderftood 
That their euents can neuer fall out good, &*• 

King GoBufhieto the Earle of Wiltlliireffraiglit, 

Bid him repairp to vs to Eli houftf. 

To fee thisbufincs: to morrownext 
We wil for Ireland.and tis time I trow# 

And we create in abfcnce ofour fcifc. 

Our Vnckle Yorke Lord gouemour of England; 
for he is iuft and alwayes loucd vs well ; _ 



Kin*Richtrdthe feewd. 

Come on our Qucene, to morrow tnuft wee part. 

Be merry, for our time of ftay is fliort. 

Exeunt Kingand Oueene : Manet North. 
.. North. Well Lords, the Duke ofLancafter isdead. 

Roffe And liuingtoo for now his fonne is Duke. 

MIL Barely in title not in reuenewes. 

North. Richly in both ifiuftice had her right. 

Rofe My heart is grcat,but it muff break w ith filence, 

I:rt be disburdened with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay fpcak thy raind,& let him nere fpcake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme, (ford? 

WilL T ends that thou wouldft (peak t o the D. ofHcr* 
If it be fbiout v$ith it boldly man, 

Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards hinr. 

Rojfe No good at all that I can doe for him. 

Vrilcfie you call it good to pittie him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis fhanie fuch wrongs are Lorne r 
In him a royal! Prince,and many mo 
Of noble bloud in this declining land. 

The kingisnothimfeIfe,butbafelyled 

By flatterers, and what they will informe, , 

Mcerelv in hate againft any of vs all. 

That will the King feuerely profccutc, 

Againft vs,ouc4iuci,our childrcn.and our heirer. 

Rojfe The commons hath hee pild with grieupus taxes. 
And quite loft their hearts, The nobles hath he find 
Foraunci ent quarrels.and quite loft their hearts. 

Mho. And daily new exaffions arcdeuifde. 

As blankes,bencuo!cnces,and I wot not what. 

But what a Gods name doth become of this? 

_ Mtlo. Wars hath norwaftedir,forwarrdchebathnor, 

cut bafely yeeldcd vpon couipromife, 

That which his noble aunceftors atchiude with bfowes, 
^^hath he {pent in peace then they in wars. 

Z” c £ ar,e of Wiltfoire hath the Realme in farme. 

* 0 ' The King grownebankerout like a broken man. 

D * North , . 
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North. Reproach and diffolution hangeth oner him 
Rojfc He hath notmoney for thefelrifh wars, * 
His burthenous taxations not with (landing, 

But by the robbing of the banifht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfmaa mod degenerate King: 

But Lords, we hcare this fearefol temped fing, 
Yetfeekenollielter toauoyd the ftornie. 

Wee fee the winde fitte fore vpon our failes. 

And yet wee ftrike not,but fecurely per jfh. 

%ojfe We (ee the vcrie wrackc that we mull fuffer, 
Andvnauovded is the danger now. 

For fuffcringfo the caufes of our wrackc. 

North, Notfo,cuen through the hollow eyes of death, 
1 efpie life peering, but I dare not fay. 

How nearethe tydingsof our comfort is. 

JVil. • Nay let vs fhare thy thoughts as thou doft ours. 
%ojfe Be confident to fpcake Northumberland, 
Wee ihrec are but thy fclfe.and fpeaking fo. 

Thy wordsare but as thoughts,therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus,! haue from le Port Blan 
A Bay inBrittanic rccciude intelligence, 

That Harry duke of Heiford,Rainold L.Cobhatn, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His brother Archbifhop late ofCanterbui'y* 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, fir IohnRamdon, 

Sir Iohn N. rbeiy.iir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coinci 
All theft ^ii*Llfurni(hcd by the DukeofBnttaine 
With eight tall lTiippes,three thoufand men of war. 
Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly *meane to touch our Northerne (here. 
Perhaps theyhad ere this, but that they day 
The firft departing of the King far Ireland, 

If then wee /hall iliake off out countries dauilh yoke, 
ltnpe out our drow ping countries broken wing, 

Rede emc from broking Pawne the blemilht Crownc, 
Wipe off the duff that hides our feepters guilt, 

And make high Maicftie looke like it- felfe. 

Away with me in jpoft to Rauenfpurgh: . 



King Richard thefeconi. 

But ifyou faint, as fearing to doe fo. 

Stay, and be fecret,and my (elfe will go. 



ATliigO. 



Enter the fihieene, Btifhie,and Ijctgot . 

Bug}. Madam, your maieftie is too much fadde. 

You promifl: when you parted with the king, 

To lay afide life harming heauineffe. 

And entertainc a cheerefull dilpofition. 
jQueene. To pleafe the King I did, to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot deo it,yct I know no caufe 
Why I (hould welcome fuch a gueft as Griefe» 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fweetc a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againc me thinkes 
Some vnborne forrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comming towards mcand my inwardfoule » 

W 1 th nothing tremblcs,at fome thing i t gri eues, 1 
More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

’Bujh. Each fubdance of a griefe hath twentie ihadowcs. 
Which fhevves like griefe itfelfe,but is notfo: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 
Diuide^Sic thing entire to many obic&s 
Like peripett iucs,which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion,eydc awry, 

Didinguifh forme: foyour fweete maicftie. 

Looking awiy vpon your Lords departure. 

Find Ihapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waile, 

W hich lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 
Ofwhatitisnot, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More then your lcpf s departure weep not, more is not fees 
Or ir it be,tis with r alfe forrowes eyes, 

Which for things true,wecpes things imaginarie. 

Jueene. It may be fo,but yet my inward foulc 
1 eriwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad .• fo heauie lad, 

As though on thinking on no thought! thirtke, 

cs me with heauie nothing faint and fhrinkc. 
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Bufite Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Ladie.) 
Queene. Tis nothingleflc, conceit is Kill denude 
From fomc forefather Gricfc, mine is not lb. 

For nothing hath begot toy fomething griefe, 
Orfomething hath the nothing thatlgrieuc, 

Tis in rcuerfion that I do pofleffe. 

But what it is, that is not yet kuowne, what 
I cannot namc.tisnamelefle woe I wot. 

(jreene God faucyour iDaiedie.and wel met Gentlemen 
1 hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. 

Queene Why hopeft thou fo?tis better hope he is, 

For his defignes craue hade, his hade good hope: 

Then wherefore dod thou hope he is not fhipt? 

Greene That he out hope might haue retirdc his power, 
And driuen into defpairc an enemies hope, 

Who drongly hath Cette footing in this land. 

The banilht tuliingbrookc repeales himfclfe , 

And with vplifted armes is fafe ariude at Raucnfpurgfi. 

Queene. Now God in heauen forbid* 

Cjreene Ah Madam tis too true, and that is worfc: I 

The Lord Northumberland,!^ yong fonne H.Percic, 
The LordsofRoffe,Bcaumond,and Willoughby, ^ 

VVith all their powcrfull friends are fled to him* 

CBuJhie Why haue you not prodaimd Northumberland 
And the red of the reuolted fa£fion,traitours? 

Greene V Vc haue.whcreupon the carle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his daffe,refignd his Stewardship, 

And al the houfho'd feruats fled with him to Bullingbrook 
Jguecne So Greene,thou art the midwife of my woe, 
And Bullmgbrooke,my forrowes dilmall heire> 

How hath my foule brought forth her grodigie. 

And I a gafping new deliuerd mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to fbrrow ioynd. 

Bujhie Difpaire not Madam. 

Queene Who fhall hinder me? 

I will difpaire and be at enmity, 

Withcoufcning Hope,he is a flatterer, 

A parafitc, a keeper backc of death. 
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Who gently would aifloluc the bands of life, 

YVhich falfe Hope lingers in extremitie. 

Greene Here comes the Duke of Yorke* 

Queene. With fignes of war about his aged necke, i 

Oh tul 1 of careful bufiucfTe are his lookes, 

Vncle for Gods fake foeakc comfortable words. 

Torke Should I do fo,l ihoiild bcly my thought s, 
Comfort’s in heaucn,and wee are on the earth. 

Where nothing Sues but erodes, care, and griefe* 

Your husband he is gone to faue far off, 

VVhilfl others come to make Kirn loofc at home. 

Here am i left to vnderprop his land, 

Who wcakc with age cannot fupport my felfe. 

Now comes the fickc hourc that his lurfct made. 

Now fhall hee trie his fiiends that flattetd him. 

Sertnngman My Lord, your fonne Was gone before I came. 
Torke He was, why fo go all which way it will: 

The nobles they are flcd,thc commons they are cold, 

And will(I feare)reuolt on Herefords fide. 

Sirra.get thee to Plafhic to my fider Glocefter, 

Bid her fend mee prefcntly a thoufand pound , 

Hold take my ring. 

Seruingtnan. My Lord, I bad forgot to tel your Lordfhip, 
To day I came by and called there. 

But I fhall grieue you to report the reft. 

Torkg Whatiftknaue. ? 

Seruingtnan An hourc before I came the Duchefle died* 
Torke God forhis nterctc! what a tide of woes 
Comes ruffling on this wofuli landat once? 

I know not what to do : I would to God 
(So my vntruth had not prouoktf him to it) 

The King had cutte off my head with my brothers. 

What are there two pofts difpatcht for Ireland? 

How fhall we do for money for thefe wars? 

Come fifter,coofin I would fay, pray pardon mee. 
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>-uuic iurer,coonn i would lay, pray pardon m< 
Go fellow get thee home,prouide fomc Carts, 
And bringaway the armour that is there* 
Ccntlcmcnjvvill you go rauftermen? * j 
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If I know how or which way to order thefe affaires 
Thus difordcrly thruft into my hands, 

Neucr belecue rue : both arc myldnfmen, 

Tone is my foucraigne,whombothmy oath 
Anddutie bidsdefcnd,tother againc 

Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wtongd, ; 

Whom confluence and my kindred bids to right. 

Wei, fome what wee mud doo : come Coofin 
IledifpofcoFyou? Gcntlcmcn,go mufter vpyourmen, 
And meetc me prcfently at,Barkiy; 

J fhould to Plaihic too.but time will notpeimit: 
Allisvneucn,and euerie thing isleftatfixeandfeauen. 

* Exetmt Duke ^n.man.BnJh.Green, 

Bujl. The wind fits faire for nc wes to go for Ireland, 
But none returnes. For vs to leuic power 
Proportionable to the encmieis all vnpofiiblc. 

Cjreene Bcfides our neerenefle to the King in loue, 
Jsneare the hate of thofe loue not the King. 

Bag. And that is the waucring commons, for their lout 
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them. 

By fo much filles their hearts with deadly hate. 

’Bttjh. Wherein the King Hands generally condcmnd. 
Bag. Ifiudgcmcntlicinthem,thcnfodo wee, \ 
Becaufe we euer hauc been cnecrc the King. 

Greene Well I willfor refuge if raight to Biifl.Caflle, 
The Earle of Wiltfhirc is already there. 

Bnjh. Thither will I with you,for little office 
Will the hatcfull commons performe d* Vs, 

Except like curs to tcarersallin pieces* 

Wi! you go along with vs? 

Bag. No, I wil to Ireland to his Maieftic: 

Farewcl if hearts prefages bee not vaioe. 

We t hree here part that nere fiial mccte againe. 

Bnfh. Thatsas Yorke thriuesto beat back Bullingbrook* 
Cree. Alas poore Duke,the taskc he vndertakes, '■ 

Is numbring lands, and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one onhis fide fights, thoufands will flic 
Farewell at once,foroncc,foral»and cuer. ^ 
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HupiU Well, we may mccte agamc. 

•Sag. Ifeaic me neuer. 

Enter Eereford,NorthtmbcrlamL 

BhU. How far is it my Lord to Barckly how? 

North. Beleeuc mee noblcLord, 

I am a ftraunger in Glocefterfhire, 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes 
Drawer outour miles, and makes them wean fome, 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath becne as fugar, 

Making the hard way fwccte and delegable, 

But l bethinke me what a weary way. 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfhall wil be found. 

In RofTc and Willoughby wanting your companie, 

Which I proteft: hath veric much beguild 
The tedioufnefle and procefleofmy trauaile: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to hauc 
The prefent benefit that I poflefle, 

And hope to ioy is little leflc in ioy, 

Then hope inioyed: by this the weary Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort, as mine hath 
By fight of what I Haue, your noble corapam 

Stilt. Ofmuch leflc value is my companie, 

Then your good words.But who comes here? 

Enter Harry Per (j. 

North. It is my fonne yong Harry Pcrfy, 

Sene from my Brother Worcefler whenci 
Harry how fares your V ncklc? 

HSPer. I had thought my Lord to hauc 1 

North. Why is he not with the Queene? 

H.Per. No my good Lord,he hath forfooke 
Broken his ftafle ofoffice,and difperft 
The houfhold of the King. 

North. What was his reafon? he was not f" — r - 1 -- J - 
When laft we fpake togithcr. 

H.Per. Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed ctai 
But he my Lord is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer fcruicc to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me oucr by Barckly to difeouer, 

E What 
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What power the Duke of Y orlce had 1 eufed there, 

T hen with directions to repaire to Rauenfpurgh; 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford? boy} 

H. Ter. No my good Lo: for that is not forgot, 

Which nere ldid re member, to my knowledge 
1 neuer in my life did looke on him. 

North. T hen learnc to know him now,this is the Dtikti 
H.'Per. My gracious Lo: I tender you my fcruicc. 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder daies ftwl i ipen and confirme 
T o more approued leruicc and defert. 

Bull. I tnatvke thee gentle Perfy, and be fine, 

I count my fclfc in nothing elfc fo happy. 

As in a foulc remembring my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, 

Itlhalbcftil thy true loucsrecompencc. 

My heart this couenant makes.my hand thus (c alcs it. 
North . How far is it to Barkly, and What flur 
Keepe* good old Yorke there with his men ofwar? 

H.P'tr. There (lands the Cafllc by yon tuft of trees, ; 

Mand with 500. men as 1 haift heard. 

And in it are the Lords ot Yorke,Barkly and Seymor, 
Noneelfe of name and noble eflimatc. 

Nori. Here come the Lords of Rode and V Villpughby, 
Bloudy with fpurrine,ficiy red with hade. 

Bull. Welcome my Lords, f wot your loue purfues, 

A bamfot traitour : al my treafury 

Is yet but vnfelt thanks, w hich more inricht, 

Sbalbe your loue and labours rccompence. 

Rojfe- Your prefence makes vs rich, rood noble Lord 
Wtl. Andfar furmounts our labour to attaint if. 

Bui. Euermore thanke’s the exchequer of the poore, 

/ Which till my infantforcune comes to yearcs. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

North. It is my Lord of Barkly as 1 guefle: 

Burklj My Lord of Hereford my mefiage is to you* 
Bui. MyLoid,my anfwcrc is to’Lancader, 

And I *m come to kck$ that name in England, , 
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And I wuft finde that title in your tongue. 

Before I make reply to aught you lay. 

‘Bar. Midake roe not my Lord, tis not my meaning, 

To race one title of your honour out: 

To you my Lo. I come, what Lo: you will, 

From the mod ghorious of this land 

The Duke of Yorke : to know what pnekes you on, 

To take aduantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our natiuc peace withfelfebornearroesJ 
Bui. 1 dial not need tranfpott my words by you. 

Here comes his grace in perfon: my noble Vnckle. 

Yorke Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy kneC» 

W hole due tic is dcceiucable and falfc. 

"Bull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Tor . Tut tut.grace me no grace, nor vnckle me no vncklcj, 



In an vngratious mouth is but prophane: 

Why haue thofc banilht and forbidden legs, 

Darde once to touch a dud of England! ground? 

But more than why? why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull boforac, 

Fricing her pale fac t villadgcs with war, 
Andoflentationofdcfpilcd armes? 

Coin!! tho u becaufc the annointed king is hence! 

Why foolidi boy the King is left behinde. 

And in my loial bofome lies his power. 

Were I but now Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when brauc Gauntthy father andmy felfe, 

Rcfcued the blackc prince that young Mars of men. 

From forth rhe ranckesofmany thoufands French* 

O then how quickly diould this armeof mine 
Now prifoncr to the Palfie chaftifc thee, 

Andminiflcr corre&ion to thy fault! 

‘Bulk My gratious Vnckle let me know my faulty 
On what condition (lands it.and wherein? 

Yorke Eucn in condition of the word degree. 

In grofle rebellion and deteded treafon. 

Thou ai t a bani&t man and here art comcj 
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Before the expiration of thy titoe, 

In brauingarines again If my ioueraigne, 

BuL As i was bamfht,! was banifht Hereford, 

. But as I come, I conic for Lancafter, 

And noble V ncklc, Ibefeeeh your Grace, 

Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye: 

You aremy fathcr^or me thinks in you 
I fee old Gaunt altuc.Oh then father, 

Wil ycu permit thatl fhal (land condemnd 
A wandering vagabond»my- rights andnoyaltiet 
Piuckt from my arints pcrforccandgiuen away 
To vpftart vnthiift.s?wherefore was 1 borne? 

If that my Coo fin King be King of England, 

It muff be graunted I am Duke of Lancalfdr: 

You haue a fonne,Aumerlc,my noble Co oha,' 

Had you firft died, and he beene thus trod downe. 

He fhould haue found his vnckle Gaunt a father, 

T o rovvzc his wrongs.and chafe them to the Bay. 

I am denied to flic my liucrie here, 

And yet my letters patterits giue me leaue. 

My fathers goods are all difti aind and fold. 

And thefe,anda!,areal amifleemploycd. 

What would you haue ine'do?I am a fubieft, 

And I challenge law, Atturnies are denied me. 

And therefore perfbnally I lay my claimc 
*1 o my inhciitanceoffrecdcfcent. ’ *• 

North. T he noble duke hath becne too much abufed, 
Bojfe It (lands your grace vpon to doo him right. 

Willo. Bale men bv his endowments are made great. 
Tor he My Lordsof Englandjlctmctell you thisi i 
jl haue had feeling of my Coofins wrongs. 

And labored al 1 could to do him right. 

But in this kind.to come i- brauing armes 
Be his ownccarucrand cutte out his way, 

1 ofind out right with wrong.it may not be; 
'Andyouthatdoabcttehim in thi$ kind, 

Cherifli rebcllion.and areifebelsal. 

North* i r he noble Du,kc hath fwornCjhis cormning i* 
twir* > - " • “ Bu? 
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But for his owne,and for the right of that 

Wcalbautftroi^lyfcomctogmclaro,^ 

And let him neuer fee loy that breakes that oath. 

Torhe Wel.w el,I fee the lffue of thefe armes, 

1 cannot mend it 1 muft needes confcfle, 

Becaufe my power is weake.and alill left.* 

But if I could, by him that gaue me life, 

I would attach you al, and make you ftoope 
Vnto the feuemigne mercy of the King; 

But fince I cannot ,be it knowne to you, 

Ido lemaine as newter.fofare you well, 

VnlefFc you plcafc to enter in the Calcic, 

And there repofe you for this night. i 

Bui An offer vnckle that we wil accept. 

But wee muff winne your Grace to go with y* 
ToBriftow Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Bufhic,Bagot,and their complices. 

The caterpillars of the common- wealth. 

Which I haue fworne to weede and plucke away# 

Torke It may be I will go with you.butyet lie pawfe. 
For I am loathito breake our Countries lawes, 
Norfricnds,nor focs.to me welcome you are, 

n I . IT : -.1 fl 



Enter Earle of Salisbury, and a Welch Copt awe. 

Welch. My Lord of Salisburie wc haue ftaied ten daies. 
And hardly kept our countreymen togither, ; 

And yet we hear© no tydingsfrom the Kingjf- 1 ^ 0 
Therefore wee wil difperfe our felues, farewell. 

Salif Stay yet another day thou truftic Welchman, 

The King repofeth al his confidence in thee, 

Welch. Tis thought the king is dcad,we will not flay. 

The bay trees in our countrey all are witherd, 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftars of heauen. 

The palc-facde moone lookes bloudie on the earth. 

And lcane-lookt prophets whifperfeareful change. 

Rich men looke fadde,and ruffians daunce andl^pe 3 
t Thconc in fearetoloofc what they enioy, 
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The other toenioy by rage and war. 

Thcfefigncs forerunne the death of Kings, 

Farewel.our countrymen arc »onc and fled. 

As wcl aflured Richard theyr King it dead, 

Salif. Ah Richard! with eyes of hcauic mind, 

1 fee thy glory like a (hooting fiat. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament. 

Thy lunne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

Witne6in°; ftormet to come,woc,and vnreft. 

Thy friendes are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And crotty to thy good al fortune goes. 

£nter T>uke of Hereford, Torkt, North umber land, 
“Bujbie and Greene pr fitters. 

'Bull. Bring forth tliefe men. 

Bufliie and Greene I will not vexe your fbules: 

Since prefentfy your foulcsmuft part your body cs. 

With too much vrging your pernitious liuer. 

Eor twere no charity; yet to walh your bloudj 
From off my hands; here in the view of men 
I willvnfold fomc caufcsof your death; 

Youhaue milled a Princc.a royal 1 King, 

A happic Gentleman in bloudand lineaments. 

By you vnhappied and diffigured clcane, 

Y ou haue in manner wi th your finful houres. 

Made a diuorce betwixt hisQueenc andhim, 

Broke the poffefsion ofa royall bed, 

And flainde the bcautie of a fairc Queenes checkcs 
With tearesdrawnefrom her eies with your foulc wrongh 
My fclfe a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Nearc to the King in bloud,and nearc in loue, 

Til they did make him mifinterpret me, 

Haue ftoopt my necke vnder your iniuries. 

And figh’t my Engliih breath in forren doudes, 

Eating the bitter breadof banifhjncnt, 

W hile you haue fed vpon my tegniories, 

Difparkt roy parks, and felld my forreft woods. 

From ray ownc windowes tome my houfhold coate, 
flac’t ort tny imprecfc,lcamng me no figne, 
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Saue mens opinions, atidmy liuing bloud. 

To Ihew the world I am a Gentleman. 

This and much more, much more then twice all this 
Condcmnsyou to the death : fee them delivered ouer 

To execution and the hand of death. 

Bufljic More welcome i* the ftrokc of death tome, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England, Lords farewell. 

Greene My comfort is,that heauen wil takeour loules. 
And plague iniullice with the paines of hell. 

BmIL My Lord Northumberland fee them difpatcht.* 
Vnckle vou fay the ^ucene is at your houfe. 

For Gods fake faircly let her be intreated, 

Tel her 1 fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings bedeliuered. 

Xcrke A gentleman of mine I haue cblpatchr. 

With letters of your loue to her at large. 

• Bull , Thanks (gentle Vnckle:) come Lords away. 

To fight with Glcndor and his complices, 

A while to worke,and after holiday. Exeunt, 

fyiter the Kuig, At(merle,Carliil,&c, 

King Barkloughly Cattle call you this at hand; 

Atm. Ycamy Lord,Howbrookcsyour Grace the ayre. 
After yourlatc totting on the breaking feas? 

King Necdes muff I like it well, I weepe for icy, 

T o Itand vpon my Kingdome once agame, 

Deare earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their horlcs hoofesi 
As a long patted mother with her child, 

Playes fondly with her teares,and (miles inmeeting; 

So weeping,(miling,greete I thee my earth. 

And do thee fauour with roy royal hands; 

Feedc aot thy foueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort hisrauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders chat fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy gated toades lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the trccherous feete, 

Whicfi with vfurping fteps do trample thee: 

Ye elds 
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Yeelde flinging'nettlcs to mine enemies: 

And wh entity from thy bolomepluck a flower, 

Guard ic I pray thee with a lurking Adder 
Whole double tongue may with a mortal touch, 

Throw death vpon thy foueraignes enemies: 

Mock not my fenccles conjuration Lords* 

This earth Aral hauea feeling and thefc Hones 
Proouc armed fouldicrs ere her natiueKing, 

Shall fault cr vnder foule rebellions arroei. 

CaH. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you kinr 
Hath power to keepe you king in fpight ofa!. 

The meanesthat heauens yecld mull be imbrac'C 
And not ncglcfted. Elfe heauen would. 

And we wil not,hcaucns offer, we refufc 
The profered mcanes of fuccors and redrefle. 

Aum He mcanes my Lotthat we are too remiflc 
Whilft Cullmgbrooke through our (ecuritie, 

Growes llrong and great in fubftancc and iH power. 

King Dilcomfortable Coolen, knowft thou not. 

That when thefearching eic of heauen u hid 
Behind the globe juidlights the lower world 
Then thceucs and robbers range abroad vnfccne, 

In murthers and in outrage bloudy here. 

But when from vnder his rerreftriall ball. 

He fires the proude tops of the eafterne pines, 

And darteshis light through euery guilty hole 
Then murthers, trcafbns, and deteued finnes, 

The cloak of night being plucktfrom off their backs, 
Stand bareand naked trembling at thcmfcluej? 

So when this thiefe,this fraitour Bullingbrooke 
Who all this while hath reueld in the night 
Whilll we were wandring with the Antipodes* 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the call 
His trealons will fit blufhing in his face. 

Not able to endure the fight of day, 

But fclfe affrighted, trembled at his finne* 

Notal the water in the rough rude lea. 

Can waffi the balme off from an annotated King, 
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The breath of worldly men cannot depofe, 

The deputy defied by the Lord, 

For euery man that Bullingbrooke hath preft. 

To lift fhrewd llecle againft our golden crown e, 

God for his Ric : hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angels then if Angels fight, 

Wcake men mull fal, for heauen llil gardes the right. 

Enter Salts!?* 

King Welcome royLo: how far off lies your power? 
Salif. Nor nere nor farther off my gracious Lo. 

Than this wealccarme; Difcomforte guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeakc of nothing but Delpaire, ; 

One day too late I feare me noble Lo: 

Hath clouded al thy happy daics on earth, 

O call backe yefterday,bid time returne, 

Aud thoulHalt haue twclucthoufand fighting men. 
Today, todav,vnhappieday,too late, 

Oucrthrowes thy ioyes frindcs, fortune and thy Hate, 

For al the Wei ill men hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke, difperft and fled. 

Aum Comfort my liege, whylookesyourgraccfopalc. 
King But now the bloud of 20000. men 
Did triumph in my face, and they arc fled: 

And til fo much bloud thither come againe* 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foulcs that wilbe fafe.flic from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

Aum Comfort my liege remember who you are. 

King I had forgot my felfe. am I not King? 

Awake thou coward, Maiefty thou llccpefl. 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names? 

Arme arme, my name a puny fubiett flrikes 
At thy great glotie, looke not to the ground, 

Ycfauouritcs of a King, are we not high? 

High be our thoughts ,1 know my Vncklc Yorke 
Hath power enough to feme our turnc:but who corns here? 

Enter Scraope. 

Scr. More health and happines betide my liege, 

F - Then 




ThtTrdgedie of 

Then can my cate tunde tongue deliuer him. 

King Mine care is open, and my heart prepard, 

The worft js worldly loftc tfiou canft vnfold, 

Say, is my Kingdome loft?why twas my care* 

And what loftc is it to be rid of care? j. 

Striues Bullingbi ooke to be as great as wee* 

Greater he llral not be, ifhc ferue God, 

Weele feruc him too, and be his fellow for 
Reuoltour fubietts, that wc cannot mend. 

They breake their fayth to God as wcl as vst 
Cry woe,defiruftion,ruine,and decay. 

The worft is death,and death wil haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am I. that your highnefle is fo armdc, 

To bcarc the tydmgs of-caU mitre, 

Like an vnfealonable ftormie day, 

Whichmakcs the filuerRiuersdrowne their ftiorci. ^ 
As if the world were al diflolude to tearcs, 

So high aboue his limits fvvcls the rage 
OfBullingbrooke,couering your fcarcfull land 
With hard bright flecle, and hearts harder then fteele, . 
White beard* haue armd their thinne and^ hairdefie fca|pi g 
Againft thy maieftie ; and boy es with womens voyces 
Srriueto Ipeikcbigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffe vnwildiearmes again ft thy Ciovvne, 

Thy very beadfmcnlearnc to bend theyt bowes. 

Of double fatal ewe againft: thy ftate, 

Yea diftaffe women mannage ruftie billes, 

Againft thy featc both yong and old rebel. 

And al goes yvoi fir then I haue power to tell. 

King Too wcl,too wcl thou telft a tale foill. 

Where is the Earle of Wiltlliire?vvhere is Bagof? 

What is become of Bulnie’wherc is Greene? » 

That they haue let the dangerous enemie 
Mealurc our confines with fuch peaceful fteps, 

Ifwe preuaile, their heades dial pay for it; 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lot"’ 

King Oh villain es. vipers,damnd without redemp*‘ on > 
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King Richard the fee end, 

Do^s eafily woonne to fawne on any man. * 

Snakes in my heaitfiloud warmd.thatftingmy heart; 
Three Iudaflcs,each one thtice worfe then luda>. 

Would they make peace,tcrrible hell. 

Make war Vpon their fpotred foules for this. 

Scro. S weete louc I Ice changing, his property 
Tumes to the fowreft and raoft deadly hate, 

Azainc vneurfe their foules, their peace is made 
With hcad.andnot with hands, thole whom you curie 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound. 

And lie ful low grau'd in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bulhie,Grecnc,and the Earle of W iltflnre dead 
Scro. Ye al of them at Bnftow loft their heades, 

Ann*. Where is the Duke roy father with his power? 
King No matter where, of comfort no man fpeakes 
Lets talkc ofgraucs,of Wormcs,and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper,and with rainie eye* 

Write forow on the bofonie of the earth. 

Lets choole executors and talke of wilt.* 

And yet not fo,for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depoied bodies to the ground? 

Our lands, our hucj.and al are Bullingbrookes, 

And nothing can we cal our owne,but death. 

And that fmall model of the barren earth, 

Which feruei as pafte and couer to our bones. 

For Gods lake lette vs fit vpon the ground. 

And tel laddc ftorics of the death of Kings, 

Ho w fomc haue becne depofiledome fiaine in war* 

"Some haunted by the gliofts they haue depoied. 

Some poyfoned by their wiucs,(bme fleeping kild, 

A] murthcredjfor withi n the hollow Cro wne 
That rounds the mortal tcmplcsofa King 
Kccpcs death his court,and there the antique fits, 

Scofting his ftate, and grinningat his pompe, 

Allowing him abreath,a little feeane. 

To nionarchile,be feard,and kil with looker. 

Infilling him with felfeand vainc conceit. 

As if this fleih which vvallcs about our life* 
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Wcrebraflc impregnable: and humordthus, d? 
Comes at the lad, and with a little pin, 

Boares through his Caftle walls, and farewell Kin* 
Coueryour heades,and mockenotfle/handbloud, 
With folemne reuerencc throw away refpeft. 
Traditional me, and ceremonious dutic, 

for you haue but miltookc me al this while. 

Iliue with bread like you, feele wanr, 

Tafte gnefe,ncede friendes,fubie<ftcd thus. 

How can you lay to me I am a Kin«? 

Carleil My Lord, wifemcn nere fit and vvaile their woes 
But piefently preuent the wayes to wade, 

To feare the foe.fincc feare oppreflith ftrength, 

Giues in your weaker, cfle ft length vntoybur foe, 

And fo your follies fight againft your fdfe: 
feare aud bee ftainc, no vvorfc can come to fight, 
Andhghtand dye.is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paics death feruile breath. 

Aum. My father hath a power, inquire of him. 

And learne to make a body ofalimme. 

King Thouchidft mewchproude BuMingbrookJcotnc 
1 o change blowes with thee for our dav of doomc: 

This agew fitte offearc is ouerblo vine; 

An eafie ta 1 ke it is to winne oor owne, 

Say Scroope, where lies our Vnckle with his power? 
Speake fwcctely iBan,althoirgh thy lookes be fewer’ 
Scroope. Men nidge by the complexion of ihc skic 
1 he itate and inclination of the day, *d • 

So may you by my dul and heauie eye: 

My tongue hath but a heauicr tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by/mall and final}, 

To lengthen out the^oaft that muft be fpoken: 

Your Vncje Yorke isuoynd with Bullingbrooke, !| ■ 

And all your Nprrherne Cafllesye-elded vp, 

And all your Soucherne Gentlemen inarriies 
Vpo.nhispartie. \*- 

Kkng. Thou haft faid inough: 

Beflircw thee coolin which didftleade W<! foorth- 
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King Richard the Jecond. 

Ofthatfweete waV I Was in todifpaire, 

What fay you now?what coihfe'rt haue we noWc? ’ 

By heauen lie hate him euerlaftingfy. 

That bids me be ofcoiiifort any more: 

Go to Flint Gaftle, there lie pme away, 11 : . 

A King Woes fliaue fhal kingly Wo obey: 

That power I haue,difchargc,and let them goe ’ 

To earc the land that hath fomc hope td grow*. 

For I-haue nonc,!ctnosian fpeake agairic. 

T o alter this, for couhftf is but valne. i 

Awn. My Leige, one word. ; 

King He does me double wrong. 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tong, 

Difcharge myfolfowers.let themlieiice awayf 
From Richards night,to Bullingbrookes faire day. 

« Enter BuU.Torke, North. 

Bui. So that by this iriteriigfcijice we Ieafne : ? 

The Welchmen arc difperffand Salisbury 
3s gone to m eete the King, who la tel y landed 
With fortiefiew priuatc friends vpon this coaft. 

North. The newes is Very faire and good my Lord, ' 

Richard not far from hence' hath hid hfs head. • ' 

v rV*‘ w d ou1 l b ' fcc "* # Lord Northumberland 
To fay King Rtchnrd;alacke the heauieday, 

When fuchafacrcd King lLould hide his head. 

** ^.°, ur Ghlcc toiftalccSioncIy to be briefe 
Left Iimtitlf our. / M 

hath bin.would y oqhaue bin fo briefe 
He would haue beendfobriefe to fhorteh you, (with him 

r notfi ncklc)further then you ihould. 

Leaft'yoSft"^fe dCoofin ) thenyouflrfiuid, 
‘Bui T r® ,ltake .t he 1 hcau «ns arc oucr our heads, !lr ' • - 

A°-ain*ft tbe r W1 | C n rrtC L >and °PP°^ C not my felfe 
H.P™cie TF/nta’ ^ b °tthis Caftle yeeld? . 

** m ' ; 
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The Tragedieof 

*BuIL Royally,tvhy.itcontainesno King. -\. 
H.Per. Ycs(cny good Lord) 

It doth containc a King>King Richard lie* 

Within the limit* of yon lime and (lone. 

And with him the Lord Aumcrlc,Lord Salisburie,’ 

Sir Stephen Scroopc, bcfidcs a clcrgie man 
Of holy Reuercncciwho I cannot Icarne. 

North. Oh be like it is the B» Ihop of Carlcil. 

Tull. Noble Lords, 

Go to the rude ribbes of that auncicnt Gaftle, 
Through brazen trumpet fend the breath of parlee 
Into his ruindccaro,andtluis dcliuer, 

H. full-on both his knees doth kicking Richard* hud 
■And fends allcagcance and, true faithof heart 
T o his mod royal perfon.: hither come 
Huenat hisfeete to lay my armes and power: 
Prouided, that my banilhtnent repeald, ' 

And landsreftorcd againe be' freely graunted* 

If nor, He vfe the aduantage of my power. 

And lay thefummers duii with lhowersofbloud# 
Raindc from the woundes of flaughtercd Englilhtneti, 
The which,how far oft'from the mind ofBuUmgbrwke 

It i;,fuchcriailbntcmpcft fhouldbedrench 

The frefh greene lap of faire King Richards land, 
jMy (looping dutie tenderly fhall fhe w: 

Go fignifie as much while here vvee march 

Ypon the grafsic carpet of this plaine; ; 

Lets march without the noyfe : of threarnmg drummed 

Thatffom this Caftlcs tottered battlements. 

Our faire appoyntroents may be wcl > P« of ^‘ 

Me thinks King Richard and my felfe fhculd meete 

With no lefTc terror then the elements 

6ffirc and water, when their thundering imoke. 

At meeting teares the doudie cheekcs of heauen. 

Be hethe hrc.Ile be the ycclding water, « 

The rage be his,whilfl on the earth 1 raigne. 

Mv water’s onthe earth, and not on , him , , 

March on, and marke king'Richard how he look 
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King Richard the fee end. 

The trumpets found, Kickard appeared e* the watts. 
Butt See fee .King Richard' doth himfelfchppearc. 
Asdoththe blulbing difcbntented SuHh'd, 

From out thefieric portal of the Eaft, 

When he perceiucs the enuious doudes are bent 

To dimine his glorie.and 10 flaine the trackc 
Of his bright paflage to the Occident, 

Yorke Yet lookes he like a King, beholde hts eye* 

As bright as is the Eagles.lightens forth ; 

Controlling niaicftiej alackc alacke for woe, 

That any harmelhould ftaine fo faire a fliew. 

Kin (Vie arc amazde J and thus long haiie we floodc, 

To watch the fcareful bending of thy knee, 

Becaulc vve thought our felfc thy lawfulKings 
And if wc be, howc dare thy ioyntrforget 
To pay their aweful duetie to our prefence? 

Ifwc be not, fhew vs the hand of God 

That hathdifmiU vs from bur Steward (hi p; r f * '■ ; • ; 

Foe wel we know no hand of bloud and boric lito? t 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, i f -' 
Vnleflchcdoprophane, fteale,orvfurpc: ■ 

And though you thinke that al as you haue done A 

Haue.tornc tliejf foiiles, byturning them from vs # i - 
And we arc barren and bereft of friends: o > ' ion-url 

Yctknow,myinaiflcrGodomriipotenr; r u - - r i \ f 
Is muftering in his cloudes on our bchalfe. 

Armies ofpeftileiice, and they fhall (Irik© 

Your children yet vnborne. Slid Vnbcgot; 

That lift your vaflaile hands agamft my head. 

And threat the glorieofmly precious crownc. 

Tell Biillingblooke, for yon me thinkes he (lander, 

That tuery ilride he makes vpon ray land, 

L dangerous treafonthciscome foopen 
I he purple tcflarnent of bleeding war : 

But ere the crownc he lookes for liue-in peace, 
cif '? f , ou ^ n£ l bloudy cro Wncs ©f mothers fonnes ’ 

^hal ill become the flower of Englands faccv ' ' 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace, r 

To 
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, The Tragedie of *. 

To.fcatletindignation and bedew* - , 

Her paftors gratlcj with faithful Engtifh bloucf. > ;• jg 
Ni orth. The Ki pgpf beau fnforbi d: our Lo:thc kin* 
Should fo with ciuill and vnciuil armes 
Be rufht vponThy thrife .noble Coofin, 

Harry Bullingbrooke doth humbly kifle thy hand, 

And by the honourable tombe he fwcarej, . 

That flandsyp^p; your royal grand fires bones, 

And by the royaltiesof both your blonds 
Current* that fpringfrpm one moll gracious head. 

And by the buried hand of yvarlike Gaunt, 

Andby the worth and honor of lumfelfe, 

Coniprifing al that may bcfwQfnc Orfayd, ; , ; : 

H is comming hi^ef Jia{h no further fcope, : 

Then for hislincall royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate .on his knees, 

Which on thy royal partie graunted once, 

His glitterimgarmcs>beebV(fi^cojnmend to ruft, 

His barbed ft« eds to ftables,and his heart 
To faithful feruice ofyourMaicfty. 

This fwearcs hce, as heciis mincelTe iuft, 

And as I am a Gentleman X credit him. 

King Notthumbcrland,lay thus the King rcturnej, 

His noble Coofinislrighf wefepme hither* if t . 5 
And al the number ofhisifaire demaundcs 
Shal be accomplilht witbput.contradiftion, 

With all the gracious vfcterance thou haft, 

Speake to his gcndclwirmg kipd commends. : L 

King We 4o-dcbafequr ; foJues Coofin.do wenot? | 
To looke fo peorely and tofpeak e fo fame?; ; ^ ;» | 

Shal we cal backe Northumberland and fend 

Defianccto theftaitor ; andfodie. 

Aunt. No good my Lord ,leis fight with 0 . 

Till time lend friends, and frierids their helpful (words, 
King Oh God,oh God thafccre this tong of mine, 
That laide the fontence ef dread bani fhment 

OnyonproudiiianihouldtakfiitofFagaine,’ 

With word«;ftf fboth-l Oh that I wers as great* u; .. ^ 
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King Richard thejicoad. 

As is rny griefe, or lefler than my name ! 

Or that I could forget what I haue bcencl 

Ornotrcmetnberwhatlmuftbenow! 

Swellft thou (proud heart) lie giue thee fcope to beate, 
Since foes haue fcope to beate both thee and me. 

Aum. Northumberland come* back from Bui ImgbrookC, 
King Whit rauft the King do now? muft he lubmit. 

The King Aral do it : muft he be depofde ? 

The king (hal be contented : muft h c loofc 
The name ofa King l a Gods name let it go t 
He giue my ic wels for a fet of Beadcs .* 

My gorgeous pallas for a hermitage t 
My gay apparel for an almefmans go wne t 
My figurdc goblets fora difh ofwood: 

My feepter for a Palmers walking ftaffc i 
My fubiefts for a pairc of carued Saintcs, 

And my large kingdomc for a litle graue i 
A little littlegtaue,an obfeure graue, 

Or Ilebe.buried in the Kingshie way , 

Some way of common trade, where fubiefh feete 
May hourcly trample on their foueraignes head} 

For on ray heart theyCrcade now whilft I liue: 

And buried once, why not vpon my head? 

Aumerle thou weepft (ray tender-hearted coofin) 

Wcele make foulc weather with defpiled tearcs; 

Our fighs and they dial lodge the fummer cornc. 

And make a dearth in this reuolting land: 

Or (hal we play the wantons with our woes. 

And make fome prety match with dreading tearcs. 

And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place. 

Til they haue fretted vs a pairc of graucs 
Within the earth, and therein laide; there lies 
Two kinfmen digd their graucs with weeping eies: 

Would not this ill do wel? vvcl well I foe* 

I talke but idlcly, and you laugh at me. 

Moftmightie Prince my Lord Northumberland, 

What faies king' Bullingbrooke, wil his maieftic 
Gmc Richard Icauc to liue till Richard dye, 
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TheT rage die of 

Yon make a leg and Bull ingbrooke faies I. 

North, My Lord, in the bafe court he doth attend, 

To fpeake with you, may it pleafc you to come downe, I 
King. Downed downe I come, like ghftering Phaeton; j 
Wanting the manage of vnrulie lades. 

In the bafe court, bafe court where Kin gs growc bafe, 

To comeat traitors calls, and do them grace, i 

In the bafe court come downe : downe court, downe King, 
For n'ghtowlcs Hi reek where mounting larkes fhould fipgj 
Bull. What faies his mateftie? 

North. Sorrowe and grief c of harr. 

Makes him fpeake fondly like a frnntike man, 
Yetheiscome, 

“Bull. Stand al apart, , 

And Ihewfaircduety tohis Maieftic: ( he kneclts dom\ 

My gracious Lord. 1 

King, fai re coofen, yon debafe your princely knee, 

To make the baft; earth proud with killing it: 

Me iather had my hart might fecle yourloue, 

Then my vnpJeafed eiefee your curfe/ie; 

"Vp coofen vp, your hatt is Vp I knowe, 

Thus high at lead, although your knee be lowe. 

Bull. My gracious Lord, 1 come but for mine owns. 
King. Your owne is youl-s* and l am yours and al. 

Bull. So far be mine my mod redoubted Lard, 

/ As my true fcruice dial! deferue your lone. 

King. Wei you deferue : they well defei ue to bane. 
That know the ftrong-ft and lured way Co get, 

Vucle giacme your handes, nay drie yourcie', . 

T earcs ihew iheir louc, but want their remedies' t , ■ 
Coofen 1 am too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be hey re. 

What you will h aue, 1 /e giue, and witling to. 

For doe we niuft, what force yvill haue vs doe. 

Set on towards London, Gofcn is, it foJ 
Bnar the BttH. T ea my good Lord : 
fyftcene with King. Then IjBuft not fay no. . . * 

'her Men- What fpoit ihallvye dcuife here in this ^ 

fhmts 




King liclard the fecond. 

To driuc away the heauic thought of care? 

Lady Madam weeie play at bowles. . f 

Quec ne T wil make me thinke the world is fuil efrubs. 
And that my fortune runs againft the bias. 

Lady Madam weelc daunce. , . 

Oueene My legs can kee pe no meafure i n delight, 
VVhen my poore heart no mcafurc keepes in grie>£s 
Therefore no dauncing girle,fome other fpoit, 

Lady Madam weelc tel -tales, 

Qnee. Of forrow or ofgricfe? 

Lady Of either Madame. 

£luee, Of neither gitle. 

For if of ioy,being altogirher wanting. 

It doth remember me the more of forrow. 

Or if of griefe, being altogithcr had. 

It addes more forrow to my want of ioy: 

For what I haue I neede not to repeate. 

And what I want it bootesnot to complainc. 

Lady Madam tie fiog, 

£hte. Tis well that thou haft caufe. 

But thou fhouldft pleafe mee better wouldft thou weepe. 
Lady I could weepe Madame.would it d<* you good. 
£)ue. And I could fing would weeping do me good. 

And neuer borrow any teare of thee. Enter Gardiners^ 

But flay, here commeth the gardiners. 

Lets ftep into the fhadow of thefc trees. 

My wretchednefTe vnto a row of pines, 

Toey wil ta'ke of ftate.for euene one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is fore-runne with woe, 

Cjard. Go bind thou vp yon dangling Apbricocks, 
VVhich like vnrulie children make their fire 
Stoope with opprefsion of their prodigall weight, 
Giuclomefupportancc to thebending twigs. 

Go thou,and like an executioner 
Cut off the hcades of two faft growing fprayes. 

That looke too loftiein our common- wealth. 

All muft be eu.en in our gouernement 
Youthusimployd,I will go roa teaway 1 
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The Tragedy af 

Thcnoyfbms weedes that without profit fucke 
The foiics fertilitie from wholfomc flowers. 

Man. Wliy fliould wee in the compaflc of a pale, 
Keepc law and forme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modie ourfirmeeftate, 

When our fea-walled garden, the whole land 
Isfull of wccdcs,ker faired flowers choakc vp. 

Her fruit trees allvnprundc,her hedges ruind, 

Her knots difordered, and her holfoirtc hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuftered this difordered fpring. 

Hath now himfelfe met with the falof lcafe: 

Thewecdes that hisbroade fpreading leaues did flicker, 
That feemde in eating him to hold him vp. 

Are plucktvp roote andall by Bullingbrookc, 

I meane the Earle of Wi!tfhire,Bufhie,Grcen^ 

Man. What are they dead? 

(jard. They at c. 

And Eullingbrooke hath ceafdc the waftefull King, 

Oh what pittie it is that he had not fo trimdc 
And dreft his land as wee this garden at tim e of yeare 
Do wound thcbaike,thcskinne of our fruit trees, 

Lett being caei -proud with fappeand bloud. 

With too much riches it confound it felfe: 

Had .he done fo to great and growing men, 

They might haue liude to beare,and he fo tade 
Their fruits of chitie,: fiipeifluoiii branches 
We lop away, that, bearing boughesmay liuc: 

Had he done fh,him felfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wade of id e houreskath quite thrownedownc. 
Man. Whaf,thinke you the king dull be depofed? 
(jard. Dcprcii he is already,and depofde 
T is doubt lie will begetters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the good Duke of York* 

That tell black ty dings. 

£*ee. Oh I am preft to death through want offpeakiflj- 
Thou old Adan# hkenefle fetto drefte this garden, 
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J Xing Richard the fecond. 

How dares thy harfh rude tong found this vnpleafing news? 
What Euc?whatferpent hath fuggefted thee. 

To make a fecond fal of curfed roan? 

Why dod thou fay king Richard is depofde? 

Darft thou thou littl e better thing then earth 
Diuine his downefall-fay, where, when and how 
Carad thou by thisil tidings?fpeake thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
Tobreathethefcnewes, yet whatlfay istrue,* 

King Richard he is in themightie holdc 
Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both are weyde ' 

In yourLo. fcalc is nothing but himfelfe, 

And feme few vanities that make him light: 

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbrookc, 

Befidcs himfelfe, areal the Englifli pceres. 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard dowr.Ci 
Port you to London, and you wil find it fc, 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

Quecnc Nimble Mifchancc that art Co light offoote, 

Doth not thy embaffage belong to me. 

And ami lall that knowes it?C)h thou thinked 
To ferue me ladjihat I may longed keepc 

Thy forrow in my bred: come Ladies, go - 

To meete at London Londons king in wo. 

What, was I borne to thi-sthat.my fadde looke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrooke? 

Gardner for telling meethefe newes of woe. 

Pray God the plants thou graft (I mayoeuer grow. Exit. 
Card. I core Queen fo that thy ftate might be no worfe, 

1 would my skil wei c fubied to thy curfe; 

Here did ilie drop a tearc,hcrc in this place 
_ ^ ct 3 1>3 d1cc of Rcw fowrc licarbc of ffrscc 
Rcw euen for ruth here fhortly /hal be fcenc* 

!« e ca^:r”^ ttnc - 

NowBa.of.freelyfpcaketliymind, ' 
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T he Tragedkef 

The bloudy office of his timclefle end. 

Bagot T hen let before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Bull. Coofin.ftand forth,and looke vpon that man. 

"Bagot My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tong 
Scorncs to vnfay what once it hath deliucred, 

In that dead time when Giocefters death was plotted 
I heard you fay, is not my arme of length, 
Thatreachcthfromthc reftfull Enghih court 
As far as Callice to mine Vnckles head? 

Amongft much other talke that very time 
1 heard you fey, that you had rather refute 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 
ThcnBullingbrookcS returne to England, adding withall. 
How bleff this land would be in this your Coofins death. 

Aum. Princes and noble Lords, 

What anl were fhalll make to this bafe man? 

Shall 1 fomuch difhonour my fairc flars 
On equall termes to giue my chaff icement? 

Either 1 mull, or haue mine honour foild 
With the attainder of his flaundeiouslippes. 

There is my gage,the manual fealc of death, 
Thatmarkes thee out for helUhou lieff, 

And will maintaine what thou Jiart fayde is falfc 
In thy heart bloud,though being al too bale 
To (faine the temper ohny knightly fword. 

Bull. Bagot,forbeare,thou (halt not take it vp. 

Aum. Excepting one,I would he were the beft 
Inal this prefence that hath mooudeme fo. 

Fit*,. If that thy valurc (land on finiparhie. 

There is my gage Aumede,in gage to thine} 

By that faireSunne that flic wes me where thou ftandff, 

1 hearo thee fay, and vauntingly thou fpakff it. 

That thou werr caufe of noble Giocefters death. 

If thou denieft it twentie times, thou heft, 

Aod I wil tutne thy’falfhood to thy heart. 

Where it was forged with my rapiers poynt. 

Aum. I hou darfl not (coward)liuel to fee the day, 

Fite-. Non by my fou.e,I would it were this houre. 

1 A0> 



'' King Richard thefecond. 

/um FitZ waters thou art damnd to hcl for this. 

I Per. Auincrlc,thou heft.his honour is as true 
In this app«ak,as thou ait all vniuft, 

And that thou art forthei c I throw my gage* 

Toprooueit on thee to the extreameft poynf 
Of mortall breathing, ccaze it if thou dar ft. 

Am. And if I do not, may my hands rot oft. 

And ncuet brandifh more reuengefull fteclc 

Ouer the glittering helmet of my foe. 

father L.l take theeatth to the hkc(forfworn Aum«rle> 
And fput thee on with ful as many lies, 

As it may be hollowed in thy trcchcrous eare 
From finne to finne : there is my honors pawnc 
Weitto thetriallifthoudarft. 

Am. Who fets me elfc? by heauen He throw at all, 

I haue a thoufand fpirits in one bread, 

Toanfwere twentie thoufand fuch as you. 

Sur. My Lord FitzwaterJ dt> remember wel 
Thevery time Aumetle and you did talke. 

Fite. Tisvery trueiyou were in prefence then, 

A ml van can witntfle with me this is true. 

Shy. As falfe by heauen,as heauen it felfe is true. 

Fitz Sutrie thou heft. (uvoici. 

Shy. Di { honorable boy, that lie dial lie fo heauy on my 
That it fhall render vengeance and reuenge, 

Til thou the he-giuer,and that lie do lie 
Inearth as quiet as thy fathers fcull. 

In proofc whereof there is mine honours pawne, 

Ingage it to the try al if thou darft. 

Fitz. How fondly dolt thou fpur a forward horfc, 

If Idare eate,or drinke,or breathe,or liue, 

I dare meete Surry in a wildernefle. 

And fpitte vpon him whilft I fay He lies. 

And lies, and lies : there is the bond of faytb, 

Totie thee to my llrong correction.* 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 

Aumerle is gmltte of noy true appeale. 

BcfidesJ heard the banifhed Norfolkc fey, 






TheTraged'te of 

That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the noble Duke of Callicc. 

Aunt. Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a gagt 
That Norffolke lies, heere do Ithrowc downc this 
If he may be repeald to trie his honour. 

Bull, thefe differences fha! al reft vnder gage. 

Til NorfFolke be repeald, repeald he fhalbe, 

And though mine cnemie, rtftord againe 
To al his iandes and figniories : when he is returnd 
Againft Aumerle we willinforcc his trial. 

Carl. T hat honourable day fhal ncucr be feene. 

Many a time hath baniflit Norffolke fought. 

For Iefu Chrift in glorious Chriftian field. 

Streaming the enfigne of the Chriftian Crofle, 

Againft blackc Pagans, T urkes and Saracens, 

And toild with workes of war, retird himfelfe 
To ltahe, and there at Venice gaue 
His bodie to a pleafant Countries earth, 

And his pure foule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofc coulours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why B. is Norffolke dead; 

Carl. As Jure as I liuc my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace cond u«ft his fweet foule to the bofomc 
Ofgood olde Abraham : Lords Appellants, 

Your differences dial al reft vnder gage. 

Til we afsfgne you to your daies of trial. Enter Yorkt. 

Torkc Great Duke of Lancaftcr I come to thee, 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with wilhng foule, 
Adopts thee heirc, and his high feepter yccldes, 

To the poflefsion ofthy royal hand; 

Afcend his throne, defending now from him, 

And long liuc Henry fourth of that name. 

TBuU. I n Gods name lie afcend the regal! throne, 

Car. Mary God forbid. ■>"*■■■ 

Worft in this royal prefence I may fpcake. 
Yetbeftbefeemingmetofpeakethetruth, ,,; 

Would God any in this noble prefence, 

W ere enough noble to be vprightiudge Jl 



Ting Richard the fecond. 

Ofnoble Richard. Then true noblcneffe would 
I.carne him forbearance from fo foule a wrong. 

What fubiea can giue fentence on his King? 

And who fits not here that is not Richards fubieff ? 

Theeues are not iudgd but theyarc by to heare. 

Although apparant guilt be feenc in them, 

And fhall the figure of Gods Maicfty, 

His Captaine, Reward, deputy, deft, 

Annointed, crowned, planted manyycarcs 
he iugdby fubieft and inferiour breath. 

And lie himfelfe not prefent? Oh forfendit God, 

That in a Chriftian climate foules refinde. 

Should fhew fo heinous blackc obfccnc a deed, 

Ifpeake tofubieds, and a fubieft fpeakes. 

Surd vp by God thus boldly for his King* 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King, 

Is a foule traitourcoproud Hcrcfords King, 

Andif youcrowne him, let me prophefic, 

The bloud of English fhall manure the ground, 

And future ages groane for his foule aff. 

Peace /hall go fleepe with turkes and infidels. 

And in this feat of peace, tumul tuous wars, 

Shal kin with kin, and kinde with kinde confound: 

Diforder, horror, feare, and mutiny, . 

Shal heere irihabit,and this land be cald. 

The fieid of Golgotha and dead mefis fculs. 

Oh if you raife this houfe againft this houfc, 

Itwilrhe vvofulleftdiinfionproue, 

That euet fel vpon this curfed earth: 

Preuent it, refift it, and lent not be fo. 

Led child, childs children crie againft you wo. 

North. Wei hauc you argued fir, and for your paincs. 

Of Capital treafon, we arreft you here: 

% Lord of Wcftminfter,be it your charge, 
f o keepe him fafely til his day of triall. 

Bull. Let it be fo, and loe on wednefdaynext, 

« folcmnly prodaime our Coronation, 

Lords bf> ready all. * . Sxhtrrft 

H Abbot, 




Enter the 
jQueene 
Tvitb h'f At 
tendantt. 



ThtT rage die of 

Manet tVeJl ^ Abbot, k wofull Pageant hauc wc Iieere beheld. 
CarleU,An- CaVt The woe’s to come, the children vet vnbornf 
merits Shall feele this day as (harpe to them as thorne. * 

^^w.You holy Clergy men, is there npplor, 

) ridde the realme of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot. My Lo. befc re I freely fpeake my mind herein 
.,*>11 (hall notoncly take the Sacrament, 

T o buric mine intents, but alfo to effeft. 

What cuer I lhall happen to dcuifc: 

I fee your browes are ful of difcontent. 

Your hart of {brrow,aud your eics of teares • 

Come home with me to fupper. lie lay a plot. 

Shall (hew vs all a metric day. 1 *■ 

&tee. This way the King wil come, this is the way, ' 
l o Iuuus Carfars ill eredlcd Tower,. ) > . , , 

• 1 o whole fli .t bofome, ray condemned L»rd, 

Is doomde a prifoner by proud Bullingbeoufec, ; , 
Hcereletvsrefl, ifthis rebellious earth 
Haue any re fting for her true Kings Qiicene. I EnterUf 
cut loft, but fee, or ratbef doc nonfee, any- • : ;r 
My faire Rofe wither, yet loolcc v,p,bcholde, 

T hat you in pittie may difoluctodeaw* ‘ dim- 7 ? 

And walli him frelhagaine with true loue teares. 

Ah thou the modlewhyreolde Troy did ftandl fi ' 

Thou mappe of honour, thb’n King Richards tombe. 

And nothing Richard ithourrioll beateouslnne, l - . 
Why (houldhardfauourd griefc be lodged iii thee,- 

When triumph is bccoipc an alehoufeguell? ■ , 

R>ch. ioyne not with griefe.faire woman, doe notfo 
To make my end too hidden, learne good foule> 

To thinke our former ftatc a happie dreame. 

From which awakr,the.ttueth ofwhatwe are 
She ws vs but this : I ani iiwornc (brother Ivvcct) 

Togrim ncccfl'itiejandheand t , J ’ ,l 

Will keepe a league ttl death. Hie thee to Fraunce, 1 
Andcloiftcrth&cin fame religious houfe. 

Our holy liues mull win anew worlds crowne. 

Which our prophanc hourcs hccrc httc thrpwnc dowfift 



King Richard thefecond, 

Qfttette What is ray Richard both in (hape and mind 
fonlformd and weakened?hath Bulh ngbrooke 
Pepoldc thine intelle&Jhath hce bcene tu thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his pawe, 

And wounds the carth.if nothing clfc, with rage. 

To bee orc'power’djand wilt thou pupill-hke 
Take thy corrosion, mildly kiflc the rod. 

And fawnc on Rage withjaafe humihtie. 

Which art a L'on and a King of beads. 

Km£ AKtngof beafts indecde,if aught but bealts 
I had bccne ftill a happic King of men. 

Good (fometiraes ^Aieenc)prcparc thee hence for bran- 
Thinke I am dead, and that euen here thou takclt 
As from my death-bed my laft liuing leauc. 

In winters tedious nights fitte by the fire 
With good old folkcs.and let them tel thee tale* , 
Ofvvoefptl ages long agoc betide, 

And ere thou bid good night to quite their griefe, 

TelUhou the lamentable talc of me, 

And lend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fenfleffc brands will fimpathic 
Theheauie accent of thy moouing tong. 

And in companion weepe the fire out. 

And (ome will mourne in a(hes,fome cole blacke, 

Foi thedepofingof arightfull king* Enter Northtttn. 

North. My Lord the mind of Bui lingbrookc is changd* 
You muft .o Pomfrct,not vnro the f ower. 

And Madam>thcre is order tanc for you, 

W*th all frvift fpeedc you muft away to France. 

Ring Northumberland, thou ladder whercw thall 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my throne, 

1 he time (hall not be many houres of age 
More then it »,ete foule finne gathering head 
Shall breake into corruption, thou (halt thinke 
Though hce diuide the Realme and giue thee halfe, 

F is toohttlc, helping him to all. 

He (hall thinke that thou which knowft the way 
Aoplant vnriehtfull kings wilt know agame, . 

Hi Bern} 




~ T hcTragedie of -'**> 

Being ncre fo little vrgd another way, 

T o pluck him headlong from the vfurped throne, 

T he louc of wicked men conuerts to fear c, * 

Thatfcare to hate,and hateturnes one or both 
To wotthy daunger and deferued death. 

X&ttrMy guilt be on my head.and there an end: 

Take leaue and part,for you inuft part forthwith. 

Kmg Doubly diuorft,(baddcmcn)you violate* 

A twofold marriage.betwixt my Crowne and me. 

And then betwixt roe and my maried wife. 

Let me vnkifle the oath betwixt thee and mee: 

And yet not fo,for with a kifle twas made. 

Part vs Northumberland,! towards the north, 

Where fhiuering cold and ficknefTc pines the clime* 

My wife to France, from whence fet foorth in pompe. 

She came adorned hither like fweete May, 

Sentbacke like HolIowmas,oriliortrt of day. 
f)ueene And muff we be <Jmided?muf! we part > 

Kmg I hand from hand (myioue)and heart from heart 
^ B a n 1 H i vs both,arvd fend the king, with mee. h 
Kmg 1 hat were feme louc, but little pollicie, 

Jf?™* Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

Ktng So twotogithcrwccpiiigmakc onewoe, 

W eepe for mp in France, I for tliee heere, 

Better far off^hen neere benere theneere, 

, Go count thy.yyay with fighes,I mine with groiner. 

•ff? ene bo loygcfl way fhall hauc the longcff moanes, 
Kmg T w i fe For one ftep ilc groane, the way being fbort, 
And peece the way-put with a heauie heart. 

Comecpine in wqoiog forow lets be briefe. 

Since weddipg it,there,is fuch lengthin griefe,' 

One kale mall ffbppe our mouthe$,and doubly part, 
Thusgiuc I mine,and thus take I thy heart: 
fZucene Giue me mine owne againe.twere no good part 
To take on me.to keepe,and(kill thy heart: 

So now I hauc mine ownc agaioe,bc gone* 

That I may ftriuc to kill it with a groane* 

Kmg W e make woe wanton with this fond delay, 



exeunt. 



" Kin* Richard the fecond. 

Oncemoreadcw,thereftlctforrowray ; 

Du. My Lord you told me you would tell the rett. 

When weeping made you breake the ftory 
Of our two Coofins comming into London. 

Yorke. Where did I leaue? 

Du. Atthat fad flop my Lord, 

Where rude mifgouerncd hands from windowes tops, 

Threw duff and rubbifb on King Richards head. 

Yorke Then (as I fayd)th e Duke great Bullingbrooke, 
Mounted vpon a hotte and fierie fteede. 

Which his afpiring rider feemde to know, 

With flow, but ffately pace kept on his courfe. 

While all tongues cridc,God faue the Bullingbrooke, 

You would haue thought the vcric windowes fpake: 

Somany gteedic lookes ofyongand old. 

Through caferaents darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage,and that al the wals 
With painted imagery had fayd aton.ee, 

lefupreferue the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

"Whilft he from.the one fide.to the other turning 
BarC'lic^ded,lowcr then bis proude fteedcs necke 
Befpake them,thus,I thanke’you countrymen: 

Aadthus (fill doing, thus he paflt along. 

"Du. Alacke poore Richard,wherc rides he the whillti 
Yorke As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

After a wel, graced Aftor leaues the Rage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo,or with much more contempt mens eyes 

Did fcoule on gentle Richard,no man cricd,God faue him. 

No ioyful tongue gaue him his welcome hotnc,^ 

But duff was throwne vpon his facrcd head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off. 

His face {til combating with tcares and fmilcs. 

The badges of his griefe and patience. 

That had not God for fome ftrong purpofe fteeld 
The hearts of men»they muff perforce haue melted* 

Aad Barbanfme it felfe haue pittied him, 

! ~ r Ha ; But 



Enter duke 
ofTorke 
and the 
dttchejffa 





The Tr aged ieef 

But freauen hath a hand in thcfc cuerus. 

To whole hie will wee bound our catme contents, 

To Bullingbrooke arewe fworne lubicftsnow 
Whole Rate and honour I for ay allow. 

D* Here comes my fonne Aumcrk. 

Torke Auraerlethat wa«. 

Bur that is loft, for being Richaids friend: 

A >dMadam,youmuft call him Rutland nows 

Iam in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lafling fcaltie to the newe made King. 

D«. Welcome my fonne.who are the violets now 
That ftrew the grecnclappe of the new come fpring. 

Atm. Madam I know non nor I greatly care not 
God knowes I had as liefe be none at one. ’ 

Torke Wel,beare you wcl in this new (pring of time, 
Leaft you becropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxfbrd.dothcfe iufts& triumphshoUl 
Aum. For aught I kr.ow(my Lo. they do, 

Torke You will be there! know. 

Aum. IfGod preuent not.I purpofc Co. 

Tork. What feale is that that hangs without thy bofome! 
Yea,lookft thou pale?Ict me fee the writing. 

Aum. My Lord, tis nothing. 

Torke No matter then who fee if, 

I will be fatiffiedjct me fee the writing. 

Aum. I do befeech your grace to pardon rac» 

It is a matter offmall confrquencc. 

Which for fome reafons I would not haue fecne. 

Torke W hich for fome reafons fir I mcanc to fee* 
Ifcarejfeare. 

Du. What fhould you fearc? 

T is nothing but fome band that he is entred into 
For gay apparrella^ainft the triumph. 

Torke Bound to himfelfe, what doth hee with a bond 
That he is bound to, Wife,thou art afoole, 

Bov.lctmc fee the writing. 

Atm. 1 do bcfecch you pardon me, I may not fiiew & 

Torke I will be fau>fied,kt me fee it I lay.* 



King Richard the fecond. 

•forks Treafon,foule treafon, villain e,traitor,fiaiie. 

VVhat is the matter my Lord? 
forks- Ho,who is within there?faddle my horfc, 

God for his mercy'.what trecheryis here? 

•Du. Why.whatisitmy Lord? 

forks Giue me my bootes I fay,faddle my horfc, 

JJow by mine honour, my life,my troth, 
jwill appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 
forks Peace foolilh woman. 

<Du. I will not peace, what is the matter Aumerlc? 
hum. Good mother be contcnr,it is no more 
Then my poore life rauft anfwcrc. 

D». Thy life anfvvere? 

forks Bring me my bootes,! will vnto the King, 

Du. Strike him Aumerle,poore bey thou artamazd. 
Hence villaine, ncuer more come in my fight. 
forks Giue me my bootes I fay. 

D». Why Yorkc w hat wilt thou do? 

Wiltnotthos hide the trcfpafte of thine owne? 

Haue we more fons?or arc we like to haue? 



He pluck* 
it out of his 
bojome and 
retries it. 



His man en- 
ters with 
his bootes. 



h notmy teeming date druake vp with time? 

And wilt thou plucke my faired fonne from mine age? 
Androbbc ipee of a happie mothers name. 

Is he not )ike thec?is he not thme o wne? 

Torke Thou fond maddc woman, 

Wilt thou concealc this darke confpiracie? 

A doozen of the pi here haue tane the facrament, 
Andinterchangcabily fet do wns their hands, 1 

1 0 kill the King at Oxford. 

Du. He fhall benone,wcele keepe him here, 

t nen what is that to him? 

Torke Away fond womap,were he twentie times my fon« 
Iwuldaop^chhim. 

#• Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done, 

Jlhou wouldftbe more pit tifull, 

»tnow Ikn 0W t h y ounde.thoudoft fufpeft « 

" h t becne difloyal tothybed, 

^ _ And 




Ill 






TheTragedie of 
And that he is a badard,not thy fonne: 

Sweete Yotke,fweete husband be not of that nainde 
He is as like thee as a man may be. 

Not like mee or any of my kinne, 

Andyetllouehim. 

Torke Make way vnruly woman. Exit. 

< Du. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horfe 
Spur, port, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon,eic hec do accufe thee* 

He not be long behind.though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fad as Yorke, 

And neuer wil I rife vp from the ground, i 

Till Bullingbrooke hauc pardoned thee, away, begone. 

Enter the King H. Can no man tel me of my vnthriftie fonne? [ 
King with T« ful three moneths fince I did fee him lad;. 
his nobles . an y P la S uc hang ouer vs tis hee, 

I would to God my Lords,he might be found: 

Inquire at London, roongd the Tauernes there, 

For there they fay,he daily doth frequent. 

With vnredrained ioofc companions, 

Eucn fuch(theyfay)asdand in narrow lanes. 

An d beatc our watch,and robbe our paffengers, , ' 

W hich he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

T akes on the point of honor to fupport fo dilTolutea cfew. 

H.Percie My Lord,fome tw r o dares fince I fa vv the prince, 
And told him of thole triumphs held at Oxford 1 . 

King And what faide the gallant? 

Percie His anfwcrewas,he would to the dewes. 

And from the commoned creature pfucke a gloiic. 

And wearc it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfetheluftieft Challenger. 

King H. As diflolute as defperatc,yet through both, 
If<:pfo^e.fp.arklesofbcttcr.hopejWfochclderyeares - 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 



Enter An- 
meric 



amA- 



Anm. Vyhefo isthc King? ' (fo wildly. 

King H. What meanes our cOofin that he flares and look* 
Asm. God fauc your grace,I do bcfeech your maieftic* 
To hauc fomc confcrcpceiwithyour grace alonci 'S' 

: .• v ‘ " ** 



King Richard the fecond. . 

King. Withdra we your felues, and leaue vs here alone 
What is the matter with ourcoofennowe? 

Jam. For euer may my knees growt to the earth, 

My tongue clcaue to my roofFe within my mouth, 

Ynleffe a pardon ere I rife or fpeakc. 

King Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on the firft, how heynous cre*t be 
To win thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Jam. T hen giue me leaue that I may turne the key. 

That no man enter till my tale be done. 

King Haue thy defire. 

Tor. My lcige beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thouhad a Traitor in thy prefence there 
King Vilain lie make thee fafe. 

Jam.- Stay thyreuengeful hind, thou hadnocaufc to 
Tor^. Open the dore, fccurc foole, hardie King, 

Shall for lone fpcake treafon to thy face? 

Open the dore, or I wil breakc it open. 

* King What is the matter vncle, fpeakc, recouer breath, 
Te\ vs.how ncare is daunger, 

T hat wee may arme vs fo encounter it? 

Tor. Perufe this writing heerc, and thou flialt know. 

The treafon that my haftc forbids me ilievv. 

Am. remember as th'esi readfl, thy promifo pad, 

Ido repent me, reade not my name there, 

Mv hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (vilaine) ere thy hand did fet it downc. 

I tore it from the traitors bofornc (King,) 
lea re, and not loue, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pittie him, led thy pittie proue 
A Serpent that wil ding thee to the hart. 

Kmg. O heynous, drong, and boldc confpiracy; 
loyal Father, of a treacherous Sonne, 
houflieerc immaculate and filucrFountaine, 
rom whence this drearnc throu 
«ath held his current, and defilde himfclfe, 
y ouerflow of good concerts to bad: 
n tny aboundant goodnes fhall excufe 



The duke of 
Torke knocks 

(feare at the Aoore 
and cry ei he 



h muddy paflages. 
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This deadly blot in thy digrefling fonne . 

Tor. So ihal my vertue, be his vices baude , 

And he fhal fpend mine honour, with his fhame. 

As thriftles Tonnes, their feraping Fathers gold : 

Mine honour lines when his difhonour dies. 

Or my fhamdc life in his difhonour lies 
Thou kilft me in his life giuing him breath, 

Tire traitor iiucs, the true man’s put to death, 

Du. What ho, my Liege, for Gods fake let me in. 
KingH. What flhril voice fuppliant makes this egcr cric! 
T>u. A woman, and thy aunt (great king) tis I, 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the doore, 

A beggar begs that ncuer begd before. 

Ktng Our fcenc isaltredfromaferiousthing, 

And now changde to the Beggar and the King: 

My dangerous coufin, le t your mother in, 

I know fhe is come to pray for your foule finne. 

Torke If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may : 

This feftrcdioynt cut off, the reft relt found. 

This let alone will al the reftconfound, 

Du. Oh king, belceue not this hard-hearted man, 
Loue louing not it fclfe, none other can. 

Torke Thoufrantike woman, what dolt thou make hr;? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor reare? 

Du. Swcete Yoi ke be patient, heare me gentle Liege' 
KingH. Rife vp good aunt. 

Titt. Notyetlrheebefecch. 

For euer wil I walke vpon my knees, 

And neucr fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou giue ioy, vntil thou bid me ioy, 

By pardoning Rutland my tranfgrefsing boy. 

Awn. Vnto my mothers prayers 1 bend my kne f > 

7 'roke Againft them bothmy true ioynts bended tr, 

II maift thou thriue if thou grauntany grace. 

*Du. Pleades he in earned J looke vpon his face . 

His eies do drop no teares, his prayers-are in ieft, - 
His words do come from his mouth, ours from out 3Stl •’ 






King Richard the fecond. 

He orayesbut faintly, and would be denied, 
w/pray with heart and foule, and all befide. 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife 1 know. 

Our knees ftill kneelc ul to the ground they grow, 

H,s oraversare ful of falfc hipocnfie. 

Outset tiuezealc anddeepe integrity 
0 "prayers do outpray his, then let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 
ting Good aunt ftandvp. 

©*. Nay ,do not fay, (land yp; 

Siv pardon firft, and afterwards, ftand vp. 

Arid if I were thy nurfe thy tongue to teach, 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeach, 

Ineuer longd to heare a word til now , 

Saymardon King, let pitie teach thee how , 

The word is fhorr, but not fo (hort as fweece. 

No word like pardon for Kings moutnes fo meete. 

Torke Speake it in Frcnch.Kmg fay.Paidonne moy. 

<Dh. Doft thou teach pardon pardon to de If ro) . 

Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord 
Thatfets the word it fclfe againft the word: 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our land> 

The chopping French we do not vnderftand. 

Thine eie begins tcyfpeakc,fct thy tongue there* 

Or in thy piteous heart plant chou thine ear e, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehcarfc . 

King K Good aunt ftand vp. 

B/*. I do not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is al the fute I haue in hand. 

King I pardon him as God fliall pardon rac. 

Oh happy vantagfi^^fcitelingknccf 

Yet am I ficke for fcarc,fpeakc it againc. 

Twice faying pardon doth not pardon tvvainc* 

Butmakes one pardon ftrong. 

King H. I pardon him with al my hearr. 

D#. A god on earth thou art* , 
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TheT rage die of 

\J7itliall the reft of that conferred crew, 

Dcftruftion ftraight (hall dog them at the hee fes> 

Good vnck!e,helpc to order leueraii powers 
To Oxforcftor where ere thefc traitours are, 

They fhal not hue within tins wcrld I fwcare f 
But 1 vvil haue them if I once know where. 

Vncklc farcwelhand Coofin adew, 

Yotar mother well hath prayed. and proouc you true. 

Du. Gome my old fcnnc>I pray God make thcenew 
Exton Did ft thou not marke the K.what words hefpakd 
Hauel no fiend will rjdmcof this huingfeare? 

Was it not ft ? 

Man Thefe wcrchis very words. 

Extern Haue I no friend q a nil he? ke fpakc it twice. 
And vrgd it twice togithcr,did he not? , 

Man He did. 

Exton And (peaking it,he wifhtJy lookton mec ? 

As who fhould fay, f would thou were the man 
That would diuorcc this terror from my heart* 

Meaning the King at Pomfret.Come 1 et> go, 

1 am the Kings friend and will rid his foe. 

Rich. Ihaue»beene ftudying how to compare 
(Shard alone. This prifon where I liue,v.nto the world: 

And for becaufe the worths populous, 

And here is not a creature but my felfc* 

• 1 cannot do it : yet He hammer it out. 

My brame He proouc,the female to my foule. 

My foule the fathcr,nrtd thefc two beget 
A generation of ft ill- breeding thoughts: 

And thefe fame thought, peoptc this hale world* 
n humours like the people of this world: 

For no.thoughc is contented T the better fort. 

As thoughts of things diume are intemixt 

Witbfctup!es»and dofet the wordit felfc 

Agamtl thy word,a$ thus:Come little ones, 5c then again** 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammed 

To threed the pofterne of a final needles eye: 

Thoughts tending to ambition they do plot 




King Richard the fecond. 

Vnl feel y wonders : how thefe vaine wcake nailes 
< ?rea pafiage thorowthe flinty ribs 
0fth hard world my ragged prifonwalles: 

And for they cannot die in thei r o wne pride. 

Thoughts tending to content flatter themfelues, 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues, 

Nor fhall not be the !aft like feely beggars. 

Who fitting in the ftockes refuge their ihame, 

Thathaue many, and others muff fettherc. 

And in this thought they find a kind ofeafc, 

Bearing tH&r own misfortunes on the backe 
Of filch as haue before iudurdc the like. 

Thus play I in one prifonmany people, 

And none contented} fometnnes a King, 

Then treafons make me wifii my felfc a beggar. 

And fo I am •• then crufliingpenurie 
iPerlwadcsme I was better whena king. 

Then am I king againe, and by and by, 

Thinke that I am vokingd byBullingbrookc, 

And flrait am nothing. But what ere I be. 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing fhal be plcafde, till he be eafdc. 

With being nothing. Mufuke do I heare, the tmfikefUict 
Ha ha keepe time, how fowrc fweete Mufickc is 
When time is broke, and no proportion 
So is it in the mufike of mens liucs: 

And here hauel thedainfinefle 
Tochecke time broke in difordcred 
But for the concord of my ftate and time. 

Had not an earc to heare my true time bro 
1 wafted time, and now doth time wafte 
For now hath time madcfiis numbringclocKe; 

My thoughts arc minutes, and with fighes they iarre, 
i heir watches on vnto mine cics the outward watch 
Whereto my finger like adialTes poynt 
s pointing ftil, in cleanfing them from teares 
w fir, the found that teller what hourc it is, 
c c amorous groanes which ftrike vpon my heart, 
ch u the bclkio fighs,and teares, and groanes. 
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The Tug die of 

Shew minutes, times, and houres : but my time, 

Runnes porting on in Bullindarookes proud ioye 9 
WhilcI ftand fooling hecre nil iacke ofchcclocke 
Thismuficke maddes me, let it found no more, 

For though it haue holp’mad men to their, witts. 

In me it feemes it wil make wife men mad * 

Yet blefting on his bait thaegiues it me , 

For tis a figne of loue and'loue to Richard, 

Is a ftrangfc brooch in this ahhating world. 

Croome. Haile royal Prince. 

Rich. Thankeinoblcpearc: 

The cheapeft of vs is ten grotes too dcare. 

What arc thou, and how comeft thou hither. 

Where no mao ncucr comes but that fad dog. 

That brings me foodc ro make mififortuneliue? 

Groome. I was a poorc groomc of thy ftable King, 
When thou wert King: who trauadiing towards ¥oike, 
With much adoe (at length) haue gotten lcaue, > r 
To lookc vpon my fometimes roial mailers face; 

Oh how iternd my fceatC when I beheld. 

In London ftreetesthat Coronation day. 

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbarie, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftridc. 

That horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbarie, tel me gentle friend * ! 
How wen the vnder him? 

Cjroom. So proudly as ifhc di fdaind the ground. 

R»c. So proud that Bullingbrooke was on his backe: 

That lade hath cate bread from my royal hand, 

This hand hath made him proud .with clapping him: 
Would he not ftumblc, would he not fal downc. 
Since pride mull haue a faljand breake the necke, 

Of that prou d man, that did vfurpe his backe? 
Forgitlenes horfe why do I raile on thee? 

Since thou created to be awed by man. 

Waft borne to.bcarej I was not made a horie, 

And yet I bcare a burthen like an afle, 

Spurrde, galld,andtirdc by iauncing Bullngbroolre* 
Keeper Fellowlgiue place, here »* no longer ftay. 
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King Thy patncs Fitz.fhal not be forgot. 

Right noble is thy merit well I wot. 

Terete The graundconfpirator Abbot ofWefttninfter 
W ith clogge of conlcience and fowrc melaacholie, * 

Hath ycelded vp his body to the graut : 

But here is Carleil liuing, to abide 

Thy kingly doomc,and fentenceofhis pride. 

King Carleil,thisisyourdoorue, 

Chooic out fome fccret place, fomc rcuerent rooms 
Mote then thou half , and with it ioy thy life: 

So as thou liu’lt in pcace.dic free from rt rife, 
Forthoughmineenunicthouhaft euer bcene, s 
High fparks of honour in thee hauc I feene. 

Sxton Great King,within this coffin I prelcnt 
" Thy buryed fcare ; herein al breathleflc lies 
* The mighpeft of thy gteafeft enemies, 

Richard of Burdcaux.by me hither brought. 

King Exton I thanke thee no', for thou haft wrought 
" deede ol Haughtcr with thy fatal hand* 

/ pon my head and af this famous land. 

Vxton From yourowne mouth my Lord did I this deed. 
mg They loue not po ifon that do poilbn neede, . 
Nor do I thee,though I didwvilh him dead, v 
1 hate the murtherer,!ouc him murthered: 

The guilt of confidence take thou for thy labour. 

But neither mv good word,nor princely fauour, 

With Caine go wander through theiliade of night, 

And neuer fliew thy head by day nor light. 

Lords I proteft my foulc is ful of woe, 

Thatbloud fhouldfprincklc me to make mee grow* 
Come mourne with mec,for what I do lament; 

And put on fullein blacke inccntment, 
lie make a voyage to the holy land. 

To wafh this bloud off from my guilcy hand, 

March fadly after, grace my mournings heerc. 

In weeping after this vntimely Beerc. 
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